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'Merry Old Santa Claus,” by Thomas Nast. Harper's Weekly, Jan. 1, 1881

by states. In depression-riddled
Michigan Richard Headlee rejected
Mr. Reagan as an economic compro
miser, and did particularly well in the
f Election ’82 shows anything, it ’s
devastated northern industrial cities.
New York’s Lewis Lehrman flatly re
that the Democratic Party has
missed a choice opportunity to im jected Mr. Reagan and boldly offered
an even more radical plan of change
prove their position. The Republican
— large-scale income tax reductions
mishandling of the economy left them
and a return to the gold standard. Mr.
vulnerable to aggressive pointed at
Lehrman swept upstate, where the
tacks, yet all the Democrats seem to
economy was the only issue.”
suggest is the staid old tried and true,
Pollster Caddell thinks, “it is unfor
public works.
tunate that there was no ‘drastic
Democratic pollster Patrick Cad
change’ campaign waged from the
dell points out, “in this election, an
Left that could have served as a com
anxious, uneasy public may have
parative companion to these two
been looking for a more drastic agen
races. ”
da of change — and not simply from
Clearly there are many Americans
the right — than that which was
who feel the need for drastic changes
served up by politics this year.
to get us out of our economic quag
“In Michigan and New York two
mire. Back in the Northwest, Oregon,
radical GOP renegades ran close to
a state that prides itself on visionary
Democratic gubernatorial opponents
progressive programs, found itself
expected to win by large margins, and
with both gubernatorial candidates
did far better than ‘acceptable’
falling all over themselves to prove
Republicans in similar races in near-

EDITORIAL

/

who would more passively fiddle
while our economy burns. Not a
single original remedy was suggested
for our economic ills. And in Washing
ton state, “Scoop" Jackson’s proven
talent as a military porkbarreler
proved sufficient to bury his oppo
nents, despite the fact that the state's
basic economy is in tatters. If we
want the Northwest difference to
mean more than the highest unem
ployment in the West, we’d best stop
hoping that the Air Force goes to
wooden jets and start facing the up
coming challenges with open and
receptive minds.
Meanwhile, the nuclear freeze
movement, both locally and nation
ally, is missing a rare opportunity to
fink up with a large part of America
ravaged by Reaganomics. Think
tanks, both private and Congression
al, are releasing studies on the
negative effects defense spending
has on our economy.
One Congressional study shows

that the Defense Department creates
roughly 48,000 jobs for every $1 bil
lion it spends. The same $1 billion
spent in other public sectors would
create more jobs: 76,000 in sewer con
struction, 77,000 in nursing and
100,000 in education.
We can’t have an excessive military
budget and a healthy economy — that
is as dear as day and night. The
nuclear freeze movement, which is
concerned about how many days and
nights this planet has left, must link
up this direct correlation between
defense spending and a failing
economy, if we are truly going to
create a broad-based movement capa
ble of ending this country’s military
madness. The successful referen
dums are an opening wedge, but they
must be followed up on.
Just think of the excitement that
could be generated by a clearly enun
ciated conversion of nukes for jobs
program. If progressives misperceive
this opening, there are others on the
radical right with a far different agen
da, who are ready to pounce on the
loose voter. Right now, they’re up for
grabs.
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'ncest is the term given to sexual abuse in which the perpetrator is a significantly
older sibling or parental figure and the victim is a child. Little girls make up
95 percent o f all incest victims. Incest occurs among families o f all economic,
ethnic and social backgrounds.
It’s been called an epidemic, affect
ing up to 10 percent o f all female chil
dren. The victims, often too young to
realize the meaning o f the abuse,
don’t have a language to explain what
they’re experiencing. A n d if the father
or a parentalfigure is the perpetrator,
they often don’t know where to turn.
The result is that the abuse often lasts
years before it is discovered, report
ed, or the child escapes the situation.

A Lifelong Reality
/ ] s horrible a picture as the statis^ T . t i c s paint, being a victim be
comes, for the individual, a lifelong
reality. I am 38 years old. When I was
32 I started going to a therapist. It
wasn’t the first one — I had been in
counseling off and on since I was 13
and tried to kill myself at summer
camp. But it was the first time I said,
“ I have this little boy and everytime I
get mad, I’m afraid I’ll kill him. I love
him but when I get angry and can’t
seem to control him I want to beat
him and scream and yell and cry. Hey,
I’m supposed to be an adult; I’m in
charge here; what’s wrong with me?”
She asked me how I had been treated
as a child. I said, “ Oh, like other chil
dren; I got beat a lot and my parents
drank a lot.” She said all children
weren’t treated like that and asked for
more specifics. It was then I began to
open some doors to my past.
I stopped being a child sometime
between 2 and 6 years old — I’m not
yet clear exactly what all happened to
me or exactly when it all started. And
it seems irrelevant now. But each
time my mom went to the hospital to
have another baby, I had to sleep with
my dad. He slept in only his under
shorts and I had to rub his body under
the guise of a “ backrub.” It made me
sick to my stomach but what could I
say? My mom was gone, I was the old
est child and at least it made him like
me and be nice. I wanted him to be
nice because when he wasn’t nice it
meant beatings. I remember waking
up one night when I was 6 or 7 and
hearing my mom crying and falling
down the basement stairs. My dad
was yelling and hitting her. I pretend
ed I was asleep and nothing was ever
said about it. I know it happened be
cause I saw her bruised and beaten
the next day. I also remember going
to elementary school and edging
down the hall with my back to the wall
so no one would see the welts on the

ate and the battle for escape esca
lated. Simultaneously my dad’s need
for power over me escalated. He
made lewd and suggestive comments
about my developing body and the
clothes I wore. He put his hands on
my ass and pinched me in front of my
friends and family, male and female.
The only affection I ever got from him
was sexual — but it wasn’t really sex,
it was his expression of ownership.
At the end of the eighth grade I
went on a church hayride. Church was
the only social life I was allowed to
have. After my boyfriend brought me
home from the hayride, my dad
looked at me and saw that I had straw
in my hair. He called me a whore and
made me pray on my knees in front of
the mirror all night long.
I then began coping in a different
way. I had been well trained to believe
that my only power to gain affection
was my sexuality, and I began to use
it. I hung out with older boys — my
parents called them “ hoods.” In actu
ality, they were only lost children like
me looking for a better situation. We
drank, necked and shoplifted. When I
started sneaking out of the house at
night and screaming back at my
drunken mother, they sent me away to
an all girls’ high school. There I spent
a lot of time stealing from wealthy
girls and stores, drinking and sneak
ing out at night to be with boys. I
wasn’t being physically or sexually
abused there, but I also wasn’t get
ting any kind of love. And when I
would go home the situation was still
terrible.
One summer night when I was back
at my parents’ home I was talking on
the phone to a boy after 11 p.m. When
my father discovered me on the
phone that late, he dragged me by my
hair and kicked me all the way from
the rec room to my bedroom. I was 16.
I went to a small religious women’s
college, where I spent most of my
time doing speed, drinking, listening
to music, playing bridge and sneaking
off with high school boys. They
looked up to us; they thought we had
the situation under control. I don’t
know if it was the speed, my mental
state or the religious environment,
but I had hallucinations, visions and
wondered if I was falling apart again. I
knew I had to escape. I took a train to
New York City. I spent the days in
cheap movies. At night I earned a liv
ing as an acid go-go dancer in East
Village clubs. It was sex, drugs and
rock ’n’ roll for the next 10 years. The
rock ’n’ roll was the scene, drugs got
me through it and sex was my power
hold. Sex and manipulation were

ly and terrified childhood — and the
resulting adult. I was afraid of incar
ceration in prison or a mental hospi
tal. Killing myself seemed more and
more like the only viable alternative.
One night after too many quaaludes and beers, I almost did die. The
next day I got up, threw my lover and
his friends out and decided to start
over. I stayed alone in the country for
almost a year trying to figure out how
to fix up my life. I couldn’t, and didn’t,
do it alone.
Most of my revelations have come
from talking to women who have had
similar experiences. I have seen my
self reflected in their lives. There are
millions of women like me. Some of
us will spend most of our lives sorting
out the pieces. Others who are luckier
have the opportunity to do so sooner.
The young women whose comments
are included here are also victims of
sexual abuse, mostly incest. They are
currently participating in a counsel
ing group for sexually abused teen
agers in the Seattle area.

something about it.’ But I didn’t.
What was so strange was that
my father told my mom what
was going on. I came home and
she told me and I just sat there
and cried for two hours. It was
such a relief to get it off my
shoulders. I had to go to the
police station and make a tape
of what had happened. My
mom’s friend who was with me
just sat there and cried. She
said, ‘That’s what’s been going
on all these years, since you
were 5 years old.’ ”
Denise, 17

Since a child is often physically
and/or emotionally dependent on the
offender, she finds it difficult to
believe that he would make her do
something wrong. Karen MacQuivey,
therapist with the Highline Youth Ser
vice Bureau, points out that “ it’s an
exploitation of trust, authority and of
the power that’s inherent in the par
enting role.” Because of the complex
relationship between the offender
and the victim, considerable time
often passes before the situation is
discovered. The child often fears,
“N o One Will
“ Will anyone believe me? Will daddy
Believe M e "
have to go to jail? Who will support
us? Is it my fault?”
“ I admitted to quite a few peo
The discovery may finally occur
ple that something was wrong
when the victim has achieved some
independence or can no longer toler
but I thought it was all passes
ate the situation. If a child becomes
and that’s how I explained it to
rebellious and gets into trouble, sen
them, my dad’s making passes
sitive counselors or medical and law
at me. Until one day I opened my
officials may discover the abuse.
mouth and too much stuff came
However it happens, the disclosure of
out and I got my dad in trouble
incest is the start of resolving the
for it.”
problem. Reporting the abuse to au
Patty, 16
thorities is a difficult but important
step. For the victim, it means the be
ginning of a process in which she will
get some badly needed support. She
is believed, she will be protected. For
ncest is a situation in which
the offender, it will hopefully mean an
there is a power imbalance —
end to incredibly destructive behav
manipulation, coercion, taking advan
ior. MacQuivey states, “ Statistics
tage of people who don’t understand
show that offenders don’t stop on
their whole sexuality,” says Vickie
their own accord. And the most pow
Sears, family therapist for Central
erful persuader for a person to get
Seattle Community Health Centers.
treatment is the arm of the law.”
“ It doesn’t have to be penetration . . .
“ For the child who is still in the
it may be excessive fondling, inappro
home, the issue is whether they are at
priate verbal stuff.”
risk of being abused again,” says
A male therapist, an expert in treat
MacQuivey. Often the issue of safety
ing male sexual offenders, says of
means that either the offender or the
fenders are “ generally much more in
victim leaves the home. “ First and
to issues of power and control. They
foremost is assuring the safety of the
see themselves as not having a lot of
victim, so you may have a whole legal
power in their lives.” (99 percent of all
procedure that comes in. At dis
offenders are male, and usually in
closure, there is going to be a crisis
for the victim and the family.”
their mid-30s when discovered.) He
“ I ended up going to court for
says that they have a tendency toward
a year and the hardest part was
alcohol and drug abuse and their per
sitting up there time after time
sonalities are addictive. Generally,
in that chair and telling every
they are selfish, egocentric, and tend
thing that happened. The judge
to have a narrow range of interests
said I’d only have to say it once
outside of their jobs and families. As
and I said okay. I ended up sayadolescents, they were shy or with-
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There are

o f Women Like Me
Looking at Incest

I stopped being a child sometime between 2 and 6
years old. Each time my mom went to the hospital
to have another baby, I had to sleep with my dad.

By Stella Dean Cummins
Drawing by Dana Hoyle

backs of my legs. I was from a nice
family — those things didn’t happen
in nice families. And nice girls cer
tainly didn’t get beaten naked with
belts and hairbrushes.
I retreated to a fantasy world of
romantic novels and dreams of being
rescued. But when my own sexuality
began to develop and no shining
knights appeared, I became desper-

synonymous with love for me — flow
er power, free love and all that. If you
fucked a guy maybe he would give
you the respect, love and protection
that you needed. And if he didn’t give
it, fuck him and move on to the next
one.
I’m not sure what turned it around
for me. A series of events over the last
10 years have revealed to me my lone-

drawn, particularly with females.
“ I didn’t know until I was in
the eighth grade that it was
wrong. I was in a health class
and the teacher was telling the
class about sexual abuse and I
go, ‘Wow, this stuff is happen
ing to me. It’s time I should do

ing it five times in front of all
those people, half of them I
didn’t even know.”
Justina, 12
While it is required by law that
these cases be reported to child pro
tective and legal authorities, it is
often difficult to get charges filed
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because, for example, in Washington
State, if the child is 12 or older, she
must file the charges herself. Even if
the victim does not choose to prose
cute or the statute of limitations has
run out on the offense, it is still es
sential to protect other children who
may be exposed to the offender. It
may take a direct confrontation with
the abuser or could mean letting
other family members know about the
potential.

information about incest, sexual
abuse, and told what resources are
available. Myths surrounding abuse
are dealt with. Karen Bosley, Execu
tive Director of Rape Relief, explains
what they’re doing with the children.
“ We talk and play games about good
touch, confusing touch and bad
touch. What if somebody touches you
in a way you don’t like; what can you
do? Who should you tell? What if they
don't believe you?” Bosley thinks that

“These women have been holding a secret fo r a
long time — so long that it becomes internalized
oppression. N o one has let them be children.
From Victim to Survivor
"It’s hard for me to have a re
lationship. I have lots of boy
friends but when it comes to
getting serious with them, I’m
real scared.”
Nicole, 16
A /o r many women victims, the effects of being sexually abused
are far-reaching. Cathryne Schmitz, a
social worker with the Sexual Assault
Center at Harborview Hospital in
Seattle, says, “Trust is an ongoing
issue when you’ve been molested by
someone close to you. You have prob
lems with touch, sometimes fears
and phobias, low self-esteem, depres
sion, poor body image, lack of asser
tiveness, learned helplessness —
problems that females tend to have in
our culture.” The problem may com
pound into what is called victim psy
chology: The abused child thinks of
herself as bad, so bad things are sup
posed to happen to her. She is help
less to change the situation. The re
sult can be that the woman picks in
accessible, abusive men as boy
friends and husbands. They may even
become prostitutes or be self-abusive
.through alcohol or drugs.
Therapist Vickie Sears, who coun
sels many adult victims, says, “ Many
victims don’t ever talk about it until
they are much older. These women
have been holding a secret for a long
time — so long that it becomes in
ternalized oppression. No one has let
these women be children. I help them
get it out, recapture that childhood,
and eventually confront the offend
er.” She may also engage the
woman’s partner and children in ther
apy because of the intensity in deal
ing with the past. Whatever the treat
ment may be, the goal is to become a
survivor. Sears says, “ survivors have
recognized that is was not their fault.
They reclaim their bodies. It’s all right
to be sexual, to realize that sex is not
a tool of manipulation. They have con
trol over their lives.”
“ I wasn’t ashamed for every
body to know because my mom
was so good about the situa
tion; she told me it wasn’t my
fault. It’s just a thing in the past,
but I wish it wouldn’t have hap
pened to me.”
Justina
How do you prevent incest? Most
therapists and authorities feel that
education is the answer. Seattle Rape
Relief does mass education through
the schools and PTA’s. Presentations
are put on in the evenings for children
and their parents. Parents are given

“ positive sexual training is real criti
cal for children. We need to teach
kids about sexuality and then give
them a language to describe what
happens to them.”
“ My mom blames me. She
tells me that I’m no good, I’m a
slut. My mom calls me these dir
ty names instead of knowing
that it was my dad’s fault.”
Patty
Closely tied to mass education
about incest and sexuality in general
is exploding the myth of the molester.
The public doesn’t want to believe
that a father, an established figure,
would do these things because,
Bosley explains, “ for so many years
we’ve been taught that it’s the dirty
old man in the black trenchcoat. We
need to show people who the offend
ers are.”
Exploding the myths about offend
ers, defining them, educating chil
dren and parents are all essential to
preventing incest. But there are also
societal concerns that must be ad
dressed. Many agree with MacQuivey
that society’s acceptance of violence
is part of the problem. “ One contribu
tor to the sexual abuse of children, of
people in general, is the acceptance
of violence in our culture. For exam
ple, in the media, when sex and vio
lence are legitimized, glorified, it nor
malizes that kind of thinking.” The
use of women’s bodies as a market
ing ploy also ingrains a certain ideol
ogy about women. Bosley believes
that this type of advertising “ trains
young men that what a woman is real
ly about is to be an object for a prod
uct. That gets translated into ‘She’s
there for me to do anything I want!’
The bottom line in preventing sexual
abuse is that until we change how
men view women in our society some
men are going to take out their hostil
ity, frustration and unhappiness on
women and children.”
What has happened to me and to
other victims cannot be changed —
we accept it; it happened. But we
have changed. Our strength is in
knowing that we are not to blame.
And we know who is to blame — our
fathers, brothers, stepfathers and
anyone who confuses sex with power.
We have survived. We are free from
sexual bondage. We are free to pro
tect ourselves, our children, and to
demand a stop to these violations.
The challenge we all face is to change
the conditions in our society that al
low incest to damage so many lives.
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BED & BREAKFAST

THE HOBBIT
RESTAURANT
COCKTAILS—CASUAL DINING
New! Sunday Brunch 10am-2pm
S.E. 52nd & Woodstock
771-0742
Prime Rib • London Broil • Famous Tostadas
Chicken & Seafood Specialties
• Champagne and Omelette Brunch Every Saturday 11-4
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M ariii Lock wood • Inn k eep er
1306 Franklin
Pt. Townsend, WA 98368

(206) 385-1086

Music FOR P EOPLE
W HO A RE A LL T HUMBS

Not just another Junk Store.
Over 5,000 different units —
’30s to ’50s vintage.
Jewelry, Toys, Clothing, Housewares,
Collectibles, Neon, Art Deco

316 SW 9th
223-0767

m on-fri 11 to 7
sat 12 to 7

thum b pianos were made for you. The kalimba
is a 500-year-old African instrument that produces
haunting, bell-like music when plucked with the thumb.
And they’re surprisingly inexpensive.
Artichoke Music carries a large selection of instruments for
aspiring non-musician who have more enthusiasm than
skill: harmonicas, kazoos, bells, bones, drums, jaw harps,
flutes, whistles, and many exotic percussion
and rhythm instruments. We also have books,
records, a bulletin boardfull of instructors’
names, and other goodies.
We re serious about making music fun. So
even if you’re all thumbs, come to
Artichoke. W e’re all heart.

A RTICHOKE M USIC
Hours: 10-6 Mon-Sat, 722 N W 21st, Portland, 248-0356

Introducing To Portland

Wide selection o f Fish and other Seafoods, Cheeses, Meats
Order any fresh fish available (with 2J-hour notice)
at no additional cost.
Salmon • Snappers • Prawns • Ling Cod •
Smoked Fish • Shrimp • Steamer Clams •

offer the same fresh fish deliciously prepared any way you want it.
1515 N.E. Broadway
287-1221
Hours: 10 am - 9 pm Monday thru Saturday
Clinton St. Quarterly
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%pple.
Picking

Yakima
has a hard edge
"fr
to it. I saw
,
some young men
^^F
in a van try to steal
HF
gas from a selfservice station. They cursed
out the attendant and seemed
very desperate. Would I see them in
the orchard? As I drove northward, I
found myself crossing a dry barren
landscape. No wonder there’s a huge
Yakima firing range Mot much to
blow up out here, exc , t jackrabbits
and a rattlesnake or two.
Wenatchee, at the tumwater where
the Wenatchee River enters the
Columbia, retains its Indian name,
which means “ water issuing forth.”
The Yakimas and other dry-land In
dians called the spring salmon
fishery “ Winatsha.” Yet today, w ith
out irrigation water, this area would
remain sand and sagebrush until the
next ice age. Many dams (Grand Cou
lee, Chief Joseph, Wells, Rocky
Reach, Rock Island, and Priest
Rapids) have turned the Columbia in
to a series of lakes and reservoirs
which make the Eastern Washington
desert literally bloom.
As the local newspaper, The Wenat
chee World, claims, I am in the “ Apple
Capital and Buckle of the Power Belt
of the Great Northwest.” While there,
I visit the North Central Washington
Museum (located on Mission Street).
The curator showed me their colorful
display of labels from old-fashioned
wood apple crates. BO-PEEP, SNOFED, FAR FAMED, SWEET SUE, RED
MAN, CLIPPER SHIP, JONNIE-O,
A-PLUS, and LEGAL TENDER — the
labels with their cheesecake and no
ble Indians reflect another era. In ear
lier times, he told me, farmers used
lead arsenate as a pesticide to kill the
destructive coddling moth.- “ To this
day,” he said, “ it’s unsafe to grow cer
tain vegetables in that soil.”

Little Owl Orchard
/ t f l y friend Dave Thorsen had told

I have
arrived at
the last week of
picking varieties
of Red Delicious. For
half the crew, this was the end,
although some would say to finish
off the green Granny Smiths. Later
that evening, inside the cramped
quarters of his small trailer, Dave re
assured me, "You don’t have to pick,
if you don’t want to. Doyle says it’s
okay, though.” With that, we joined
the gang around the campfire. The
pickers were bantering and talking.
They were about the friendliest bunch
of people I’d ever met.
For starters, I was told Golden
Delicious paid ten dollars a bin, but
they bruised easily. Red Delicious
paid nine, and Grannies ten. A bin is
four by four feet square, and maybe
two-and-a-half foot deep. It weighs
about 800 pounds. Good pickers can
pick six, seven bins a day. Maybe
more. The season lasts three weeks
to a month. And you could earn up to
a thousand dollars or more.
How many apples does a bin con
tain? 1500? 2000? Well, that would de
pend upon the size of the apples. The
bigger, the better. Good picking is
called “ gravy,” because the bin fills
up faster. When encountered, the
delighted picker, imitating comedian
Steve Martin, will irrationally yell,
“ Die, you gravy-sucking pig!” The
others in the orchard will take up the
cry. After the first week, Dave said he
saw apple patterns everywhere, even
when he wasn’t picking.

I realize you 're not a
picker until you fight
those goddamned
trees. But you can't
harm the applesl You
grab soft and make it
seem mean. They
gotta know who's
bossl

J L F JLme to look for the painted sign

A.ndpluck till time and times are done
The silver apples o f the moon,
The golden applies o f the sun.
W.B. Yeats
f you have ever looked closely at

7

the sunburned, weather, beaten,
dirt-encrusted face of a middle-aged
fruit tramp, his Tom-o-Bedlam eyes
roving, as I have, you’d feel dubious
about trading places w ith him.
Recently, as a 41-year-old urban Port
land poet, I got an education about
the Pacific Northwest’s most abun
dant fruit, when I visited an apple
pickers’ camp in the great state of
Washington. Northward I headed, to
visit a friend and try it myself.
Everytime I enter Washington state
I feel nervous! Why? As an Oregon
ian, I harbor mixed feelings about the
political atmosphere. I confess this is
a little hypocritical of me, because
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Oregon is hardly Ecotopia. Besides, I
was born in Olympia! Lived there till
the age of 13, when my father lost his ,
job at the Mt. Rainier Ordinance
Depot. So the fear of God that I feel
when I cross the state line has more
to do with pubescent Freudian angst
than anything else.
On Oct. 9, I crossed the bridge at
Biggs Junction, drove past the marve
lous French-chateau-looking museum
at Maryhill, heading toward Goldendale, Yakima, Ellensburg, Wenatchee
and beyond. No state trooper would
pull me over for driving a car with
Oregon plates. My oil-burning ’66 Ply
mouth station wagon didn’t cause
much alarm as it tooled along.

of an owl, some miles past Orondo. (It
was 25 miles north of Wenatchee,
above the jacked-up waters of Rocky
Reach Dam on the Columbia). I found
it easily, and its companion orchard
Wee Hoot. (Mounted on metal col
umns, the three or four wind
machines among the trees looked like
stranded airplane propellers.) Doyle
and Thyra Fleming must own the
most picturesque orchard in the
Orondo Valley. Perched high on a
bluff, overlooking the mirror-like sur
face of Lake Entiat, a windbreak of
poplars yellowing beside the road in
the dazzling October sunshine, the
view was nearly breathtaking.
As I parked the car, I saw a spirited
volleyball game in progress. Men and
women, ages 20 to 30, leaped and
yelled, shouting, “ You know where
the hole is now.” The reply went,
“ Right in the middle of the net!” I
thought, after work they have this
much energy? What am I doing here?
Dave walked across the green lawn, in
front of the trailers, to greet me.

Camp Life
amp life is the bare bottom of 2-

C

year-old Katahdin (he’s named
after the mountain in Maine) watching
Carmella, his mother, wring out
clothes on the camp w ashing
machine. Camp life is bright yellow
aggressive wasps buzzing near your
sleeping bag, looking for a place to
hibernate. It’s the blue pop of the pro
pane gas flame when you light the
stove to cook your dinner of brown
rice and refried beans. The condi
ments are: El Pato (duck) hot sauce
and cans of Schmidt beer, mallard
(more ducks) on the label. It’s dirty
dishes stacked in the cold water sink
and dirty socks and T-shirts on the
floor of Dave’s trailer, because he’s
been so darn busy picking.
His trailer, a nifty one from the fif
ties with wood paneling everywhere,
even on the light switch, is a healthy

founder, named the town after one of
the chiefs of the sunken island of
Atlantis.) They raise not only apples,
but also cherries, peaches, and pears.
Paul’s dad processes the crop in the
family warehouse of Standard and
Davies.

mess:
a guitar,
black iron skillet,
wheat germ, miso paste, boxes of ap
ples bought to take home. (Fresh ap
ples exude an alluring fragrance. Elan
vitale breathes from their pores.) Fruit
flies buzzing above them. To live in a
little home like this with gas stove,
running water, cupboards, curtains
and a table is a joy. Dave loves the
camping-out feeling of it. He’d be a
hobo forever, if he had his way.
Camp life is laughter over raunchy
jokes and complaints about the lack
of eligible single women pickers com
ing from “ The Blind Pig,” the bache
lors’ trailer, late at night. It’s an affec
tionate brown and tan female mutt
named “ Gumpy.”
If you don’t believe in “ the buddy
system” and that Little Owl Orchard
is a temporary but loving and suppor
tive community, you shouldn’t come
back next year. (Most pickers do!
OUTSIDERS, NEED NOT APPLY.)
Doyle’s wife, Thyra, dispenses sunripened tomatoes and solicitously
asks each picker if he or she needs
anything. She can also crack toughminded comments about each indivi
dual’s agricultural skills, when she
hands out the bin tickets. (I, early on,
dubbed myself “ One-Bin W alt.” )
There are the pickers: Dave and his
sister Jackie (who is to be married in
Spokane on Halloween). Mike and
Cathy, artists from Portland. Will and
Bessie, who make the best morning
coffee. Jim Cook, Carmella, and their
two children. (They homestead up
near the Canadian border.) Three
nurserymen: tall Jim the vegetarian,
Danny Rosato (he wants it known he
can leap over a full bin of apples), and

Bare-bottomed Katahdin and friend
another “ W ill.” (PACIFIC PROPAGA
TORS, Expert Grafting & Propagating,
Sheridan, OR.) “ Bellingham Bob”
writes children’s stories. Tuck is a
tow-headed labor organizer.
Have I left anyone out? Tim the
woodcarver from Seattle and his part
ner the “ Reverend” Jack Rogers.
(Red-whiskered, bespectacled Jack
has come up “ for the cure” and tw ist
ed his knee.) Brian, who’s been work
ing at Grady Auvil’s nearby, hangs
around because he knows everyone
from last year — and he can get a hot
shower.

always did feel
superior to everyone
else.” ) I am
handicapped'. Missing the
middle finger on my left hand, I am
capable of dropping my toothbrush.
Tuck and Dave are encouraging.
They help me strap on the canvas bag.
Show me ladder sets. How to pluck
the fruit between thumb and fore
finger. It’ll get callused. (Some pick
ers tape their fingers.) When you get it
down, it’s two apples in each hand,
which you lay carefully in the picking
bag. You can’t bruise the fruit, and all
of the stem is supposed to remain on.
Dave and I work on the same tree.
“ We gobbled that tree like a term ite,”
he says. He shows me how to care
fully release the canvas bag and gent
ly spread the fruit. “ There can’t be any
thunder and lightning in the bin,” he
warns. (I note a row of Goldens
planted next to Reds in a row. Golden
Delicious pollinate the Reds. Some
times the grower grafts a limb of
Goldens on a tree of Reds.)
I’m pinching my fingers and scar
ring my arms, but I’m getting the feel
ing of it. I realize you’re not a picker
until you fight those goddamned
trees. But you can’t harm the apples!
You grab soft and make it seem mean.
They gotta know who’s boss! The pri
mary thing in apple-picking is “ reach”
and the ability to keep your hands
moving at all times. The secret of
picking: Get the bag to the bin.
A picker shouts enthusiastically,
“ Milk them suckers! Grab the big
clusters.” Another goes, “ Cockle
doodledoo!” Dave caws like a crow.
(On the last day, he w ill goodnaturedly juggle Reds.) We w ill climb to the
top of a wind machine and survey the
orchard. (These m achines cost

I am asham ed to
adm it it: I'm a little
b it o f an elitist 1
A r e n 't the pickers the
proletariat? the
journalist the
bourgeoisie? the
growers the bosses?
D a vid says, “ Y ou
always d id f e e l
superior to everyone
else.

$10,000 each and have replaced
smudge pots. They blow the warm up
per air toward the freezing ground.)
Young Dave moves confidently in
his third year. (“ Like greased owl
shit,” he comments.) He picks two or
three trees to my struggling one. His
long lean elastic body flows with the
limbs. Leaves fall in a storm. I watch
him in admiration. (Although he
doesn’t look like Sunny Jim on the ap
ple butter jar, Dave, despite his black
curly Norwegian hair and intense
brown eyes, truly is a dyed-in-theM ilk Them Suckers!
wool apple-picking Washingtonian.
n Wednesday afternoon I get
Born in Arlington, he digs farm work.)
It wasn’t always this easy for him.
up guts enough to pick. (I am
ashamed to admit it: I’m a little bit He
of confided, “ One time when Doyle
and Thyra were near me, I fell over
an elitist! Aren’t the pickers the prole
backwards on the ladder, was hung
tariat? the journalist the bourgeoisie?
up with my legs through it, and they
the growers the bosses? When I joke
had to help me o u t!” You’re not a real
about it with Dave, he says, “ You

O

apple picker
until you’ve fallen off your
ladder a number of times. At
lunch time, everyone winces when
someone says, “ I’m not ‘picky.’ ” Time
to go back to work, Tim yells out, “ All
right, maggots! Get out there and
pick those apples.”

With its weathered boards and
aluminum roof, it does not
look at all like the
grim windowless
mausoleums of Trout,
Inc., Tree Top, and
Blue Chelan. Where
the oxygen is reduced
to 3 percent and the temperature
dropped to 34 degrees. Those poor
fresh apples are stored cryogenically,
to be resurrected som etim e in
February or June of next year.
I asked them both what happens at
the warehouse. They said I should
visit and see for myself, but went on
to explain: The bins of apples are

The B lin d Pig
t
JL

he Blind Pig.” What is it?
It’s a trailer where pickers
gather at night after work. A transis
tor plays tapes, the only “ sounds” up
here. Uncle Meat, Frank Zappa’s
album and Dave’s favorite. Acoustic
music and Chicago blues. In a promi
nent place is displayed the motto: WE
RESERVE THE RIGHT TO GIVE SHIT
TO ANYONE AND EVERYONE AS WE
SEE FIT. On cardboard a crudely

Menu, The Blind Pig
drawn pig with dark sunglasses and
lettering explains: “ A Division of
Albert’s Funky Bar & G rill.”
The Blind Pig is a clubhouse, an in
stitution of the camp. Pickers crowd
in there, listening to music, laughing,
talking. Slumgullion is shared by all.
You might see Tim, with his jackknife,
deftly carving a figurine out of walnut.
(He’s been working on an image of
Jackie with ladder and her bag. A
masterpiece he’ll sell to Doyle and
Thyra at the payoff party.) Dave might
be scarfing food, and with Jack’s ad
vice and tutelage adding to the face
tious “ menu” of The Blind Pig. He
carefully and imaginatively writes on
a piece of brown paper sack:
Eggs Any Style. Glop Any Style 1
Day O ld . . . bowl .80 2 Day O ld . . .
$1.60 Mudd Heavy Duty Industrial,
Commercial and Fleet Use, Farm and
Home Grade, Special Applications.
House Beers: GENERII, “ MABEL,”
and “ GREEN DEATH.” For The Re
fined Swine, the menu offers THE
GREENHORNED GRINGO: A Float
with Rainier Ale, Chocolate Mint Ice
Cream, Smothered with Sprouts and
TOPPED with an old Sardine. THE
DESEN EX BURGER: A Ground Kanga
roo Tail Patty Melt with Bleu Cheese,
‘Anchovte Paste (something else?),
and, of course, Desenex.
Dave reads the menu outloud for
the approval of the others. On the day
of the payout party, Thursday night,
he w ill finish the menu with THE
PENICILLIN BURGER. What w ill be
missing is “ the Tylenol Sundae.”
Darn it!

The D avies
I
anting to find out the growFF
ers’ side of apple production,
one evening I visited with Lois and
Paul Davies, who own a fourth
generation family orchard, in Orondo.
Of 48 acres. His Welsh grandfather
came here early on. (Orondo got a
post office in 1888. John H. Smith, the

Every n ig ht that
week, while sleeping
in my car, I co u ld
reach o u t a n d drink
from the Big Dipper,
tip p e d on end. The
air was transparent!
The Milky Way,
which the Chinese
call ‘ "the River o f
H ea v en ,'' q u en ch ed
my sleep a n d
intoxicated my
dreams.
dumped in chlorinated water. They
float, go up on a conveyor belt, and
are hit with dripping soap. They’re
carried onto rollers with brushes, and
a jet of water washes the soap off.
“ So they almost get the pesticide
scrubbed off?” I brashly ask. “ What
pesticide?” Paul quips back. (He
believes the danger with pesticides
occurs during the appliction. That
their potency is short-term, that the
farmer doesn’t overuse them because
they cost so much per gallon.)
“ Then they ‘wax,’ ” Lois chimes in.
A device shoots wax on the apples as
they go through “ a cooker” — of
about 180 degrees — for 10 feet. “ If
we could sell ’em unwaxed, it’d be
great!” Paul apologizes. “ Who de
mands that apples be ‘waxed’?” I ask.
“ The supermarkets?”
“ It’s the lady buying the produce,”
spunky Lois responds. “ She demands
a nice shiny-looking red apple. If you
taste a Jonathan or a Winesap, you’ve
got a good-tasting apple. If you taste
a Red, it’s like a potato! If you try to
sell a Winesap or a Johnnie in a store,
no one’ll buy it.”
Then the apples are graded, Fancy
or Extra Fancy, according to size, and
put in 48-pound boxes. A fingernail
cut in the skin makes an apple a cull.
Fit only for juice. A bruise, a stem
pull, or a limb rub diminishes their
value. “ With real rotten fruit, on a bad
year,” Paul says, “ a farmer might owe
the warehouse money.”
Paul chuckles, rather darkly, “ The
greatest year w ill be the year you get
the crop, and your next door neighbor
loses it! We can do better, hopefully,
on a bad year. This year everybody
and their dog has got apples! The
price is peanuts.”
As I spoke with Lois, who is charm
ingly pregnant, and her husband Paul,
with the sly dry sense of humor, I
began to feel real respect for their ef
forts. Trying to make it year after year
with a relatively small orchard, which
had to provide a living for three fami
lies. Lois emphasizes farming fruit
trees is an 11-month-a-year job! Their
2-year-old son Jon, with a runny nose,
bangs against my knee. Will he be
come a grower like his dad? A grower,
like a gambler, is always banking on
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the future.
“ Who are the new growers?” I ask.
“ Who’ve caused the overproduction.”
“ There are two types of growers
planting a lot of land. “ There's Grady
Auvil — who’s got a lot of ideas, a lot
of momentum. He’s a millionaire
who’s heading out and moving on.”
Her voice is filled with admiration for
this local innovator. (Grady Auvil went
to New Zealand and brought back the
Granny Smith. He’s planting a new ap-

system? Chemicals leach into the
Columbia. The pickers don’t know,
and the growers don’t seem to care
that much. They want to get the larg
est crop in, looking good.
“ You guys say the poison is a prob
lem, but you don’t know what to do
about it?” I ask. “ You don’t know how
much you’re gettin’. You just cough a
lot, you sneeze,” Tim answers. “ I feel
the picker should know!” Tuck re
plies. The grower should say, This is
what I use and this is when I use it.
Then the picker has the option to go
to another orchard.”
“ At least Doyle would tell us if we
asked him,” Tim says. “ He wouldn’t
do any stunts like that one place I
worked at — the spray plane went
right over us! He was goin’ so low

" I f you taste a
Jonathan or a
Winesap, you 've got
a good-tasting apple.
I f you taste a Red,
it's like a potato I I f
you try to sell a
Winesap or a Johnnie
in a store, no one 'll
buy i t . ''

Tuck, the organizer
pie called “ Gala,” a yellow one with
orange stripes that ripens early.
Auvil’s orchard has a reputation
among the pickers as a good place to
work.)
“ Then there’s Lucky Badger,” Lois
chooses her words carefully. “ It’s
owned by retired military people who
are looking for a tax write-off. Law
yers, doctors, professional people
who can use the write-off w ill invest
in the land, and hire people to run it
for them. If they make a little money,
fine; if they can write it off, that’s even
better! That’s why the thousands of
acres are going in.”
Later, when I spoke with Gordy
Brandt, Fleming’s partner in Little
Owl, he was optim istic about the
future of apples in the Orondo area.
Despite the recent heavy planting, he
saw new markets opening in Japan
and Taiwan. He thought the growers
might get $100 a bin for Goldens,
$150 for Reds, and $250 for Grannies.
The 400 bins of anticipated Grannies
this year, then, could bring one hun
dred thousand bucks from the ware
house! You have to realize, however,
Little Owl Orchard has been a m illion
dollar investment. With 10 years of
hard work and the gamble that frost
and disease wouldn’t wipe it out.

What the Pickers
Had to Say
I n “The Pig,” while drinking Schmidt,
J L I have a heavy conversation with the
pickers about their concerns.
“ I’m concerned about the chemi
cals,” Will says. “ They blow right in a
guy’s face. Is he goinna have mutated
kids or something? Are the chemicals
really bad for you?”
Stop-Drop, a natural plant hormone,
is used to overcome the abcissic acid
in the stems. It keeps the apples from
falling all at once. Pesticides, herbi
cides, and hormones are used. For ex
ample, Enderin is used to kill mice.
They can do a lot of damage. I saw
poison signs up. There is a story that
cows wandered into an orchard w ith .
Enderin on the ground and died! Para
quat and 2-4-5-TP are often used. Jim
the nurseryman says they are similar
to Agent Orange.
What are the long-term effects? To
the pickers? To the ecological

W
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over the next row in this biplane, we
could nail him with apples! It was
only plant hormone, but I don’t know
what plant hormone is. And then I get
some dumb Okie te llin ’ me he gets it
all over himself. It doesn’t bother
him —”
“ What is the worst part for the pick
ers, when they come to an orchard?” I
ask. “ Nowhere to live!” Tim says. “ My
first year I picked there were three of
us. They lived in tents, and I lived in
my truck. We cooked on the tailgate
in the morning over a funky war sur
plus stove.”
How often does that happen? They
replied, “ A lot around here! Most
places don’t have housing.” Tuck
said, “ It’s scattered. In Yakima, no
body has housing! You go rent a room
in the motel.”
What would be a second bad thing?
“ The actual picking conditions. Poor
ly pruned trees, big trees, heavy lad
ders, small fruit.” From $8.50 to $10 a
bin is okay if the fruit is okay. “ I
wouldn’t even work for $6.50 a bin,”
Tuck says. “ A few places like that,”
Tim adds, “ you sorta drop the fruit in
the bag, in the bin. They don’t even
check. You give ’em what they pay
for.”
Most of the Little Owl pickers feel
sympathy for the Mexican illegals.
(They often could be seen at the Oron
do store, buying food and necessi
ties. Hanging out. It’s odd, however;
neither the whites nor the Mexicans
seem to communicate. Possibly it’s
the language barrier.) In the last five
years, more than half of the pickers
are Mexican. (Perhaps as high as 65
percent!) Some growers hire only
“ Mexican,” because they can pay
cheaper wages. And fire them at
whim.
We drive by Lucky Badger for the
heck of it. There was a huge Army tent
for housing. It looked like a few pick
ers slept in used packing cases, bins
wrapped in black plastic! Did I see an
American flag flying?
Tuck went into the office and asked
for employment. They told him, Seven
dollars a bin. Plus fifty cents bonus, if
you are a good picker. Twenty people
were waiting in line for a job. “ The
way people come and go,” the jobber
told Tuck, “ we might be able to put
you to work tomorrow.” There were
showers (!), but no housing. Was it a
bad orchard? It is a corporate opera
tion. It’s “ impersonal.”
(It is said at Lucky Badger last
season the Migra was called in the
last day of the season. Because this
orchard gave a fifty-cent-per-bin
bonus, getting rid of the Mexicans
saved them money.)
We talk about how difficult it would
be to change some of these condi
tions. For example, how are you going

to organize Mexican workers, when
they don’t have legal status? Tuck
doesn’t see the need for a bureau
cratic union of apple pickers. “ It’s a
matter of a few people getting to 
gether,” Tuck comments, “ who are in
terested in the general welfare of all
pickers. Not just at one orchard.”
An office of information could be
set up. With a mailing address. A
mimeographed pickers’ newsletter
could be started. It could contain ar-

been favorites in the camp. Dressed
like a baker’s assistant — in his only
clean white shirt and pants — Dave
was enthusiastic about the party. We
all walked down the hill in the dark to
Doyle and Thyra’s house, the lights
shining invitingly. The kitchen and liv
ing room were bright with hospitality:
Apple cake (Thyra’s special treat), ice
cream, hard cider, pop and Schmidt
beer, a half-gallon jug of Black Velvet.
As Doyle used an adding machine

Pickers relax at season’s end
tid e s about picking, hiking — volley
ball scores, even. It should tell the
good places to pick — and warn peo
ple about the bad orchards. There
could be a Spanish edition. “ You
don’t confront people,” Tuck goes on.
“ You be as diplomatic as possible,
but nobody’s going to give you any
thing unless you ask for it.”
In the camp, I had only one serious
argument. It was with a glowering redhaired, red-bearded picker, referred to
as “ Awful Art.” He said in essence, If
you are a journalist, why don’t you ex
pose the fact that the Immigration
won’t arrest these Mexican pickers

One o f the running
jokes goes: Somebody
said they 're going to
call in ' 'well. ’ ' In
other words, you
gotta be sick to pick
apples.
and send them back where they came
from? I tried to tell him, partly under
standing his resentment — if Mex
ican labor took away jobs for local
people, and lowered wages — that it
wasn’t the Mexican worker’s fault. It
was the grower who hired him. Art
still believed, “ They should go back
to Mexico where they belong!”
There was this bad joke way back in
the fifties: Observing my lazy streak,
my older brother used to tell me sar
castically, “ I bet you thought ‘manual
labor’ was the name of a wetback!”
Mind you, he was putting" me down,
not Mexicans. Behind the joke was
the social reality that Mexicans had to
work hard to survive, and at menial
jobs.
Historically, we should remember
that in the Pacific Northwest Chinese
and Irish immigrants were used as
cheap labor. To break unionism. To
day some Americans claim Latins and
Southeast Asians are taking away
jobs. How true is it? We must remem
ber racist attitudes pit members of
the working class against them
selves. This is to the advantage of the
employers!

The Payoff Party
I f aw humor comes with hard work.
JL VDave and all the rest who aren’t
going to pick Grannies are tired of
picking. “ I hate blankety blank ap
ples!” I tell him. “ I’m not even picking
them! I'm sick of asking questions
about them.” “ Now you’ve got it,” he
replies. One of the running jokes
goes: Somebody said they’re gonna
call in ‘well.’ “ In other words, you
gotta be sick to pick apples,” Tuck
explains.
Thorsen isn’t anything, if he isn’t
“ lucky” ! Both he and his sister have

to tally the bin tickets and deduc
tions, Thyra took flash-bulb photos
and made everyone feel at home. Lik
ing David a lot, she had already pre
pared the ingredients for a “ Green
horned Gringo” ! In a glass mug,
topped with a maraschino cherry —
anchovy instead of sardine — Dave
gulped it down, pronounced it pretty
good. And wanted another! While
someone strummed on the guitar,
Bellingham Bob played the harmon
ica soulfully.
(While the others partied, I couldn’t
stop “ reporting.” I took Thyra aside
and asked her how Little Owl got its
name. She said, “ There were some
small ow.ls living on the property
when we bought the place. It seemed
like a good name.” )
After writing out the checks, Doyle
came and joked with everyone. It was
time for the season’s end “ lottery.”
Bin tickets from each participant
were placed in a basket and stirred
up. At nine dollars apiece, 12 or 13
players, someone would be $110
richer. Was it rigged? Somebody’s
2-year-old reached in and drew out the
name. Dave said, “ I wanted to see the
look on the winner’s face!” That
would be impossible, but I don’t think
he was that disappointed. HE WON.
To applause and good-natured
shouts, “ You gotta buy the beer!
Speech!” Complimenting him for the
surprised look on his face, the other
pickers agreed it couldn’t have hap
pened to a nicer guy.

Pickers' D ust
hen I look at an apple, what
W
do I see? Yes, I see one of
nature’s gifts to humankind. But more
than that, an apple calls up a tradition
which stretches through autumnal
harvests, going all the way back to the
Stone Age. I think not only of “ Okies”
and other migrant workers, of the
dust bowl and the Great Depression,
but also of “ wetbacks” crossing the
Rio Grande somehow to arrive in
Washington state, 1600 miles north
ward.
I think of the poetry of 20th century
America’s greatest balladeer, Woody
Guthrie. “ Roll On, Columbia, Roll On”
means more to me than “ The StarSpangled Banner” because it speaks
of a genuine hope and strength, inher
ent in the land and the people of one
of the mightiest river systems in the
world. Such rugged, spectacular land
scape gives and gives if we will only
nurture it and treat it right.
Every night that week, while sleep
ing in my car, I could reach out and
drink from the Big Dipper, tipped on
end. The air was transparent! The
Milky Way, which the Chinese call
“ the River of Heaven,” quenched my
sleep and intoxicated my dreams. I
heard Canadian geese, following the
dark waters below, softly honk as
they homed southward for the winter.
As we gathered together in front of
the trailers, ready to leave, Dave

stacked his boxes of Goldens and
Reds in my station wagon. (I noted
Tuck had fingered on the dusty backend “ Picker Mobile.” ) Dave jammed
his pack and sleeping bag in, also. He
asked me if I would read outloud the
Yeats poem, “ The Song of Wandering
Aengus,” that I had sent him in a let
ter. I did. This lovely poem tells of
how the shimmering trout the Irish
hero caught transformed itself into a
glimmering girl with apple blossoms
in her hair.
When Dave reached down to pet
Gumpy (and she responded happily), I
knew he’d return next season! (Hell, I
don’t know, maybe One-Bin Walt will
too!) Danny Rosato ran and brought
us both a freshly baked cinnamon roll,
chock-full of honey and raisins. As we'
munched away and drove away, we
waved goodbye to friends, to “ broth

ers and sisters” — to “ the family of
man.”
Smelling the fragrance of the or
chards wafting through the car win
dow, I realized I had experienced
many things “apple-picking.” If you
clumsily ram your wrist against “ a/
spur,” you can gouge blood. We came
from the dust, we worked in the dust,
and we’ll return to it. Where does it
come from? Pesticides? Fruit sugar?
Mt. St. Helens’ ash? Alkali in the
water? No one knows exactly. It’s ad
dictive. Your eyes get irritated with it.
Your nose snorts it and sneezes it.
It’s like Jim Cook said to me, as we
were leaving, “ Next season you’re
gonna come back to get your dose of
pickers’ dust. It’s time-released!
Around September, you’re gonna call
Doyle up and reserve a trailer for the
harvest.”
■

Sweet Dreams

Ruthie’s

Vt

Futon. Six-inch thick
Japanese beds, ail cotton or
with two-inch foam cores.
Our natural products for
light living mean sweet
dreams at sweet prices.

studio. & school

Join us fo r individual weaving and spinning instruction,
enjoyment and inspiration.
Beginners and experienced welcome

2900 SE Belmont
232-7328

3159 SE Belmont, 238-0936
And we’re moving in early
1983 to:
400 SW 2nd, 242-0057
Come visit!

T& Th 9:30AM-8PM
F & S 9:30AM-3:30PM

Hours-. Mon-Fri lt-6/T hurs 11-7/Sat 11-5

M O R T M MM E S T

FUTON
( o M P ANY
furniture and architectural pieces in wood and g la ss/
8239 S.W. 13th
239-0608

EDBC’EHOg
2108

‘Drop by, we’re always
in the neighborhood!”

N .W . G L IS A N S T .

P O R TLA N D .

PH O

John McNaughton

NE

O R EG O N

97210

( 5 0 3 ) 2 -4 8 -9 1 -4 2

R O N H IN C K L E Y
M A T T L A B A D IE

Greeting Cards & Gift Wrap
A truly special collection. Over 200 different titles for all oc
casions from Marcel Schurman, Gordon Fraser, Paw Prints,
Curtis Swann, Leanin’s Tree, “Shoe” and Heaven & Earth.
Buy 4 Cards ■The 5th Is Free
Giftwrap - Stationery - Framed Prints - Posters Too

Lovey
Pot
A Fine Vacuum Pot Server
With Glass Liner To Keep
Your Coffee Or Tea Piping
Hot For 4-5 Hours After You
Make It. Twenty Minutes On
“Keep Warm” Kilis Flavor.
Reg. $ 2 2 .9 5

With Coupon

$15’5
TRICOLATOR FILTERS”

Melitta Sizes *2 - #4 -*6
40 To The Package
Buy 2 Packages, the 3rd Is Free

THE COFFEE
CELLAR
6018 S.E. Stark

Reg. $139 .9 5

With Coupon

232-0877

89995

This Coupon Is Worth 20% Off
On The Purchase Of Any Of Our
1983 Calendars.
All Coupons Expire Feb. 1, 1983

While Supplies Last Or As We Can
Order More At This Remarkable
Price. We Also Have Demi-Tasse
Sets, Steaming Pitchers, Wonderful
Coffees And Recipies To Get You
Started.

“Mt. Tabor’s Best
Kept Secret"

Free Coffee
Free Tea
Buy ¥2 Pound Any Coffee
And Get Enough Extra
For A Free 10 Cup Pot
(IV2 oz. by our recipie).
Buy 4 oz. Tea And Get 2
oz. Free Of The Same Tea.

This Coupon Is Worth 5(K Off
On One Pound Of Our Really Special Mt. Tabor Biend
(Ail Light Roasts) or Scandia Blend (With Rich Dark Roast
Flavor). You Can Also Learn How To Save 50C On Every
Pound Of Coffee You Buy At Our Store.

Take A Couple
Of Mugs Home
To Dinner.
We Have An Exceptional
Collection Of Coffee And
Tea Mugs That You Won’t
Find At The Supermarket.
They Are In The $2.50 $5.00 Range. You Will
Really Like This Selection In
Our Little Store.
Buy 3
At The Regular Price,
Get The 4th At
¥ 2 Price.
A Wonderful Gift
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1233 SW Morrison St.
Portland
1-503-228-3536

Bringing the highest-quality natural foods to the
Northwest community. Experience the best
Portland has to offer in food,
environment and service.
Monday-Thursday
11 am - 10 pm

Friday
11:30 am - midnight

Rubber Ducks!
Navy
Wine
Red
Loden
Butterscotch
Pink
Men’s $28
Women’s $25

Saturday
Noon-midnight

$ FREE $

Valid for one free soup or salad
when ordered with a main entree.
offer expires Feb. 1, 1983
The Food Goddess Restaurant
1233 SW Morrison
Portland, OR 97205
503-228-3536

ALAN CO STLEY
816 SW 10
222-2577

Specializing in Boots and fine
Leather Goods

□ BURNING
VES

★durable cast
iron construction

★fire glass view doors

★made in USA
Model
500

★compact space saving design

ANCHOR TOOLS &
WOODSTOVES, INC.
618 N.W. Davis, Portland, OR 97209 (503) 223-3452
Phone 224-7868 for name of nearest dealer
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Two Days on the Road
with

JIM
W E A VER

Photos a n d story b y
David Milholland
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ongressional politics has largely become a bi-annual exercise in marketing

those commodities known as political personalities. Surveys are con
ducted to ascertain what every man and woman is concerned about, and
sums of money are expended pumping out the most acceptable image through all
available mediums. Votes are tallied, the generally predictable results are
announced, we breathe a collective sigh of relief, and those few chosen souls
leave our midst, cross the continent, and conduct our trillion-dollar affairs of
state, largely out of sight and mind.
It’s not a process that tends to yield up visionaries, or even leaders, and rarely
does a person who goes consistently against the grain stay in office.
In November 1974, sporting a new
toupee, Jim Weaver won the seat of
U.S. Representative from Oregon’s
4th District in his third attempt. His
opponent, Republican John Dellenback, stayed overlong in Washington,
D.C., and when he arrived home, two
weeks before the election, found him
self buried in the tide of a depressed
lumber industry, Watergate and
W eaver’s new -found to n s o ria l
splendor.
As one of 435 members of the
House, little should have been ex
pected of Weaver in his first term. Yet
by the end of those two years he had
spoken out so strongly (and effec
tively) against what we’ve come to
know as WPPSS, focusing on its fi
nancial weaknesses, that he’d iso
lated himself from the entire North
west congressional delegation, which
at that time strongly supported the
burgeoning nuclear industry. I didn’t
expect him to last for long. For he
was bucking the cozy club, led by
Sen. Henry “Scoop” Jackson, which

The Oregonian celebrated as “ the
most powerful congressional team of
any region in the country.” For years
it had brought us home more than our
share of military-industrial plums
(Hanford, Boeing, Ft. Lewis, now Tri
dent) and had actually kept our elec
trical rates far below their real costs.
Not content to stir up one lone
hornet’s nest, Weaver simultaneously
took on issues such as log exports,
the creation of new wilderness areas
and sustained yield that were ana
thema to his district’s largest indus
try, timber.
Yet his first electoral victory was
followed by three more — hard fought
but effective. He was clearly doing
something right, despite the labels
the establishment press repeatedly
lavished on him . . . “abrasive" . . .
“not a team player” . . . and that ulti
mate epitaph, “ineffective. ”
This October, though I suspected
that Weaver was not seriously threat
ened in a district hard hit by Reagan
omics, with record unemployment,

mill closures, and no end in sight, I
traveled to Eugene to spend two days
on the campaign trail with the candi
date. I wondered what Weaver would
be telling his constituents, and what
they’d have to say to him. And I hoped
to find out what motivated this man,
in the face of such ridicule from the
powers that be. His district is a crazy,
mixed-up world of rednecks, Dead
heads, gyppos and lumber barons,
Birchers and peaceniks. In some way,
he has to represent, and appeal to
them all.

Day I
I get off the bus as Eugene is startX ing her day, with office workers
and downtown types moving quickly
through the light mist. I walk past the
new Hult Performing Arts Center,
which looks handsome and expensive
in this moribund

economy. Yet close
by, in the public market, quaffing dark
java and a whole wheat sweet roll, I
sense that this is still a “ love city,”
where eco-politics have yet to suc
cumb to the “ jobs or death” psychol
ogy which always threatens to per
meate a depressed locale.
Two blocks away, in the otherwise
m org u e-like Federal B u ild in g ,
Weaver’s office is a beehive of activ
ity. Despite a headquarters nearby,
this is clearly the epicenter of re
election activity. Staff members seem
great
young, attractive, and in a hurry. I am
no sooner in the office than I’m has
tened out the door, and minutes later

His district is a
crazy, mixed-up
world of rednecks,
Deadheads, gyppos
and lumber barons,
Birchers and
peaceniks. In some
way h e has to
represent, and
appeal to them all.
campaign aide Greg Skillman and I
are dropped at the Weaver place a few
miles southeast of Eugene.
Weaver, and his young second wife
Jane, burst from the house, a low-key,
ranch-style place that bespeaks com
fort more than wealth, and we bundle
into his 1978 Chevette, our touring car
for the next two days. Hardly spa
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cious, I settle into the back seat with
Jane, as Greg drives, Weaver riding
shotgun. Introductions over, both
candidate and wife hoist sections of
The Oregonian and bury themselves
therein.
It’s a lovely, crisp fall day as we
move out of the lower Willamette
Valley into narrower canyon country.
Weaver glances up occasionally to
comment on his reading:
“ Here’s an article on Wally Priest
ley (an iconoclastic Oregon State
Representative); he’s anti-establish
ment and he’s always been on the
mark. He’s terrific. And he’s never
lost an election . . . they’ve tried to re
district him out of it twice.”
We slowly begin to construct a con
versation, about beached whales, the
Republicans’ “ negative campaign”
tactic, etc. When I mention fellow pro
gressive member of Congress from
Oakland, Ron Dellums, Jane Weaver
raises the oft-mentioned issue of his
effectiveness. Jim Weaver responds:
“ Dellums enunciates the issues.
Then, as momentum shifts his direc
tion, others take credit.”
Before we know it, we’re entering
the small logging town of Drain, our
first stop, where a group is assem
bled to talk about the Nuclear Freeze.
I was surprised, expecting economic
issues to override any such lofty con
cerns. But here in City Hall are 75-100
people, many seniors, many students,
watching a Haskell Wexler film on the
Freeze. Weaver absorbs the film,
soaking up information and impres
sions. As he takes the floor, at film ’s
end, the audience applauds loudly.
Weaver’s comments condensed:
“ This is the issue of our times — it
could be the last issue. We need to
stop the madness of the arms race
. . . it can be stopped, it will be
stopped. Experts are the ones that
have led us astray.. . . Up to now, de
bates in Congress have been between
proponents of different defense con
tractors. This year, Ron Dellums led
the fight and made the case that we
were weakening the U.S. by the arms
buildup. He made a magnificent case.
. . . Last month 148 House members
voted no on military appropriations.
We’re going to win.
“ I never told my three daughters
about this, though I’ve been acutely
aware of this since Hiroshima — I
didn’t want to frighten them — until
all of a sudden we were faced with the
awful truth: That we will perish if we
allow the politicians in Washington
and the Kremlin to continue. I’m
blunt; now I scare the hell out of
people.”
Many people ask follow-up ques
tions, about arms to Israel (“ I don’t
think we should be selling arms any
where. It's awful, immoral, dangerous
and shameful.” ); obsolescence (“ My
first fight in Congress was on MIRV.
We went ahead, and the Russians
caught up in two years. You invent a
weapon and it can be countered.” );
and about the Reader’s Digest arti
cles calling the Nuclear Freeze move
ment communist (“ Those articles are
planted in there. I don’t think the
American people are being fooled.”)
Here in tiny Drain, Weaver is re
laxed, greeting old friends and mak
ing them feel part of a larger move
ment. The mood is hopeful, not
doomsday, and we leave the group
feeling buoyed.
e wend our way back to the

ber Operators (DTO), chafing under
the environm ental re s tric tio n s
Weaver was pushing through Con
gress, drew up in wrath against
Weaver-sponsored RARE-II wilder
ness designation hearings being held
locally. The DTO insisted that Weaver
had destroyed the entire timber in
dustry in the area. Yet, in Weaver’s
words, the entire proposed wilder
ness would have “ tied up about 3 per
cent of the timber in Douglas

County.” Even organized labor was
turned against him. “ Douglas County
was the only one I lost in the last elec
tion . . . the only one Hatfield [Sen.
Mark . . . also a wilderness propo
nent] lost in the entire state.”
After one hearing, at the height of
the fervor, Weaver exited Roseburg
fearing for his life. The town’s streets
filled with hundreds of logging
trucks, bleating their horns, while a
crowd chanted, “ Up Weaver’s rump

After one wilderness
hearing, Weaver
exited Roseburg
fearing for his life.
The town's streets
filled with hundreds
of logging trucks,
bleating their horns,
while a crowd
shouted, "Up
Weaver's rump with
a cedar stump."
Weaver and
nurses at
SWOC

The
Candidate

74
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to be.” Visiting schoolteacher, whose
class is on tour: “ I wouldn’t vote for
Weaver for nothing. I don’t know who
Anthony is [Weaver’s 1982 opponent],
but I’d still vote for him. I’d vote for
Mickey Mouse if he was running
against Jim Weaver.” Passions die
hard in Roseburg.
Weaver handles the lunch-hour talk
show with ease, blunting questions
that could have been written by his
opponent with rejoinders that empha
size the positive, “ I’m going to be
leading a trade’ delegation to China.
This is a billion-person nation with no
tim ber.. . . ”
Session over, we gulp down
burgers and visit the nearby home of
lumberman Sid Lycan and his wife
Martha. She greets us cordially, and
Weaver settles in, clearly at home. A
Louis Bunce painting adorns one
wall. The entire feeling is tasteful, un
pretentious elegance. It’s a reminder
that Weaver himself was once a wellto-do contractor, with friends like the
timber wealthy, liberal Democratic
Lycans.
Conversation here is intimate, in
formal. It’s a place to repair, where
comments about his opponent, the
press, and other rancorous subjects
can be discussed freely. Offstage,
Weaver is wittier, more candid, more
inclined to intelligent cynicism than
he can be in public. He repeatedly at
tacks the fourth estate, and having

"The President
vetoed the Housing
Bill . . . it was
vetoed because it
took away from the
M l tank and all
these military
programs."

W

freeway and head south to
ward Roseburg, a town where the
right to keep and bear arms is as sa
cred as the right to cut fir trees.
Weaver has no bones to pick with the
former. He receives the unqualified
support of the National Rifle Associa
tion (NRA) election after election.
He’s got enough irons in the fire as it
is, pro-abortion, pro-gay rights, a
down-the-line environmentalist, that
it’s not worth being picked off on
such a deeply felt issue. In Roseburg,
Weaver’s been targeted in the past by
the John Birch Society itself, which
advised voters in half-page ads that
Weaver supported “The Federal Plan
tation,” “ The Federal Money Ma
chine,” “ The Federal Bulldozer,” and
“ The Federal Follies.”
But it’s not just the reactionary
Right that has clouded Weaver’s
status locally. Only brief years ago, he
was about as popular in Roseburg as
the Tussock moth. The Douglas Tim

with a cedar stump.”
Now, driving into town years later,
Weaver reminisces: “ I’ve been hung
in effigy a number of times. They’ve
threatened to run me out of town on a
rail.” We go directly to KPIC, Rose
burg’s TV station, where he’s greeted
coolly, officially. Wife and aide go for
lunch (Wendy’s), Weaver goes into the
studio, and I wait in the lobby, over
hearing this exchange. Receptionist:
“What do you think of Jim Weaver?”
He seems shorter than I expected him

Jane Weaver at the IWA Hall, Reedsport

read the vitriolic slurs on his charac
ter and competence in Oregon’s ma
jor dailies for years, I’m inclined to be
sympathetic. Some element of his at
traction to Jane must be the fact that
her life work has been journalism, and
their give and take throughout the
trip, though always friendly, is on the
jousting side of chivalric. “ Prove it,”
she says, to one Weaver statement,
“ I’d like to see it.” She’s a spunky
woman, pleasant to be around. Re
vived, we depart.
En route to our next stop, Weaver
points out the site of a land exchange
he tried to arrange for the Forest Ser
vice. Complications involving the
Douglas County Commissioners en
sued, and one of their relatives ended
up with the prime parcel, which he al-

most immediately sold to Fred Meyer.
It’s an example of misuse of power
that clearly boils Weaver’s blood.
Our next stop, Sunrise Enterprises,
is a workshop offering “ training and
jobs for disabled adults.” It’s a welldesigned, remarkably upbeat work
site for nearly 200 men and women,
making a wide array of wood prod
ucts, assembling electric compo
nents and resuscitating telephones.
Weaver is affable and very impressed.
The visit’s high point is meeting Ron
Regan, a telephone specialist, who
says he’s been “ getting heck all my
life ” for that infamous moniker.
Weaver says, “ If it’s between the
President and yourself, I’ll take you.”
Next, on the opposite side of town,
I sit outside Roseburg Lumber (the na
tion’s largest independent wood prod
ucts company) while my companions
talk inside with company president
John Thompson. It is the one stop
where it’s suggested that I not come
inside.
Wait, you’re saying. Weaver’s in
side with the people who tried to run
him out of town. He killed the timber
industry. DTO, 54°40' or fight. No,
times change. John Thompson, who
recently moved here from New York
City, to head this locally owned com
pany, knows Weaver in his East Coast
context, where as Chair of the House
Forests, Family Farms and Energy
Subcommittee of Agriculture, he’s a
power to be reckoned with. Thomp
son also knows that Weaver’s posi
tion and knowledge is now valuable
for an industry in its worst year since
the Depression. He knows that
Weaver fought for the Emergency
Housing Stimulus Program, a bill that
Reagan vetoed. And he doesn’t doubt
that Weaver w ill be re-elected.
As the day wanes, we drive around
town, with Jane repeatedly calling
out, “ There’s another Weaver sign.”
We miss a shift change at a mill
across town, stop by the International
Woodworkers of America (IWA) hall,
visit the Roseburg News Review,
once his nemesis, and finally reach
the Tom Tom Club in time for Weaver
to prepare to address the Umpqua
Lions Club.
hese green-vested, b u tto n -

T

bedecked and bell-ringing gen
tlemen are unlikely admirers. To
group he presents himself as a fiscal
conservative (“ I voted for a balanced
budget, an honest-to-God, detailed,
balanced budget” ) and a believer in a
powerful America (“ I want the strong
est possible nation. I enlisted in the
Navy at 17, and I would go again, if my
country needed me. In a minute.” )
This on the record, he proceeds into
an attack against “ the M1 tank, the
Apache helicopter, the F18, that was
supposed to cost $4 million and is
costing $25 million . . . it just doesn't
make sense. So we’re going to go out
and borrow another $90 billion to fi
nance these military boondoggles.”
Late in his speech, Weaver says, “ I
want to say one thing about my op
ponent. I’d not be a politician if I
didn’t.” A man blurts out, to the cha
grin of his fellow Lions, “ I don’t think
that’s in order . . . ” Audience now in
his pocket, Weaver pours it on . . . “ I
just don’t believe in shipping our
money and our jobs overseas. Amer
ica’s been taken for a sucker for too
lo n g .. . . You know for sure I’m op
posed to log exports. We buy Toyotas
and Sonys from Japan, and send them
back our raw commodities. I mean,
are we an industrial nation? Or are we
a colonial farm for Japan? Which is it;
we’ve got to decide that.”
Weaver turns the innocuous ques
tions that follow into opportunities
for sharing his insider’s perspective,
his “ those people are screwing us
again” cachet. We leave as the chair
offers to share some juicy jokes, “ if
only Jane Weaver [the lone woman
present] wasn’t here with us.”
After a brief stop at the threadbare
joint headquarters of Weaver and
gubernatorial candidate Ted Kulon
goski, Greg drives us off toward
Reedsport, on the coast. We’re soon
on a rain-splattered two-lane highway,
the darkness enfolding us in a womb
like capsule. I am now the front-seat
passenger, as Jim and Jane curl up in
back. We talk a little of the day’s
events and I segue to questions about
his relationships with other North

west members of Congress. “ What
about the accusation that you are not
a team player?”
Weaver proceeds to describe, in
great detail, his relationship with Sen.
Mark Hatfield in their sponsorship of
the wilderness legislation. “ It soon
became very clear that he was unwill
ing to compromise one iota,” on a d if
ference in the amount of land to be
dedicated to wilderness in Oregon. “ I
tried to be very positive, diplomatic,
complimenting him each week on

Weaver receives the
unqualified support
of the National Rifle
Association election
after election. He's
got enough irons in
the fire that it's not
worth being picked
off on such a deeply
felt issue.

what he had done, but as the deadline
for resolution (between House and
Senate versions) drew near, my
House colleagues persuaded me to
yield, for Hatfield was going to let the
entire national wilderness package
die if he didn’t get what he wanted.”
So much for teamwork.
I ask about his mentors, those he’d
learned from or respected. I expect
him to mention irascible old Wayne
Morse, also from Eugene, who was
king of the filibuster in his day (a tac
tic Weaver used extensively in his op
position to the regional power bills).
“ Morse was a good man . . . he
picked the right fights. But Morse was
vindictive. He could never forget.” We
talk of Democratic Governor Oswald
thisWest (1910-14), who passed the legis
lation preserving Oregon’s coastline
for all generations. “ He did some
wonderful things, but he was ulti
mately a tool of the utilities and spe
cial interests.” U.S. Senator Richard
Neuberger: “ a great conservationist
. . . a good balance with Morse in the
Senate. You need both types . . . like
you need both a Weaver and an [Rep.
Les] AuCoin.”
“ The man who impresses me most,

We fly down the
highway. Weaver is
now waxing poetic,
reciting long
passages of Kipling,
Shakespeare and
Robert Service.

his politics are nearly identical to
mine,” Weaver continues, “ is Walter
M. Pierce [Governor of Oregon,
1922-26, and later U.S. Rep. from
Eastern Oregon, 1930-38]. People
always say that he was a Klansman,
and that’s all you hear . . . I thought I
was the first person worried about
sustained yield. Then I find that he
was fighting over that in the 1920s. He
fought the special interests and the
utilities throughout his career. Read
his Memoirs; they’re great.”
That Wednesday night, talked out
finally, we fly down the highway.
Weaver is now waxing poetic, reciting
long passages of Kipling, Shake
speare and Robert Service. We. are
traveling through the dense forest

erans and their kin, we drop by the
Senior Center across the street, (as
Weaver told the students earlier, “ 80
percent of the people over 65 years of
age vote. That’s an enormously
powerful voting bloc.” ) and proceed
to the IWA hall, where some 40-50
long-term unemployed members are
e awaken to a drizzle. It’s as
gathered in expectation.
International Paper (dubbed “ IP on
Don Berry says, “ after two
you” by one woman), the town’s major
days of rain it seems as though it has
employer, had shut down its plywood
been raining since the world began.”
mill some two years previous. To
We arrive at Reedsport High School
avoid paying permanent closure bene
bright and early. Few are registered
fits, IP refuses to announce a final
here, but their parents vote, as will
shutdown. So these hearty-looking
these young people in the near future.
men and women, workers of all ages,
Weaver is introduced by a teacher
though many are precariously near
as a man “ of considerable courage,”
retirement, hang in limbo. Unemploy
which is now to be tested by these
ment ran out months ago, welfare
still-som nolent young adults. He
would require selling their homes, for
quickly throws the floor open to ques
which there is no market. Tax fore
tions, “ to find out what you’re think
closures are happening all around
ing, to find out what’s going on.”
them. They share a litany of com
After several questions from the
plaints against IP: “ guarantees of per
Young Republican contingent, intend
manent employment” that were re
ed to embarrass Weaver, which he
neged on weeks later, foremen who
handily finesses, a teacher asks,
practice favoritism, and won’t give
“ Would you support a Constitutional
you the time of day, and repeatedly
Convention to deal with a balanced
broken promises of a decision on
budget?” Weaver responds: "I think a
closure.
Constitutional Convention is a very
A local IWA official quickly puts
dangerous thing. Such a convention
Weaver on the phone with an IP
could cause turmoil, and these are
“ higher up.” Afterwards, there’s little
certainly uneasy times for us eco
he can offer. “ He’ll be hearing from
nomically. It could rewrite the whole
me soon, I promise you that; we’ll try
Constitution. And I think the Consti
to set things right.” Weaver talks of
tution’s the greatest document that’s
his China trade visit, of bills before
ever been written and adopted by any
Congress, but mostly he listens to
nation in the history of the world.”
these people and their story, and gets
The talk moves to jobs and, given
angry.
the setting, he emphasizes his com
An hour later, at a labor luncheon in
mitment to quality in education.
Coos Bay, he distills it. “ That IWA hall
“ When we vote on appropriations
in Reedsport, with people 55 and 59
bills, I vote against nuclear subsidies,
years old, who worked 30 years in that
the big defense contracts. I vote for
mill, and are now laid off, not quali
the education programs. That’s the
fied yet for any retirement programs,
greatest investment we can possibly
and yet unable to get a job anywhere.
make.”
Well, no problem; they’ll be able to re
As he mentions his pride in whom
tire at 62; they’ll only have to go w ith
he nominates to the military acade
out food for three or four or five years.
mies, a young woman responds,
It’s the cruelest thing imaginable.”
“ You’re sending more money to de
Here,
the abstract statistics about a
fense.” “ No,” Weaver replies, “ on the
$60 billion tax cut for the wealthy and
contrary; if we have really top-flight
the unprecedented federal deficit
officers in our military, that means we
caused by military spending, have re
don’t need to spend so much money.
cent associations with their victims.
Do you know where the money is go
The rain, now pelting down as we
ing? Do you know what our military
enter Southwestern Oregon Commu
weaponry is like?”
nity College, has begun taking its toll
Here, to a now-wide-awake audi
of our souls. Inside, one young
ence, his description of the weapon
woman asks him what can be done to
systems is much more detailed, a
stop the rape of our forests. He looks
staggering, frightening array: “ 30,000
at her in astonishment. “ Do you know
nuclear warheads; the Reagan Admin
anything about my role in Congress?”
istration wants to build 17,000 more.
He explains the many factors in his
At a cost of $20-$30 billion. Five hun
fight for sustained yield, and con
dred bombs would pulverize the
cludes, “ I love the timber industry. I
Soviet Union. And they can do the
don’t want them to cut all the trees
same to us. We’ve got 1,050 Minute
down and leave. I want them to stay
man II and III missiles, these huge
here and provide jobs for all the years
missiles sitting in silos, for a total of
ahead.”
2,400 hydrogen bombs, which can
The rest of the day is downhill, a
reach the Soviet Union in 30 minutes.
visit to Weyerhauser’s salmon ranch
Forty Polaris and Poseidon sub
(none are jumping) and a day-end
marines . . . and now we’re building
gathering of teachers. As we drive
Trident submarines; and one Trident
back to Eugene he talks of earlier
submarine, that’s being equipped up
campaigns, his years of struggle
in Seattle now, the USS Ohio, can
against “ Scoop” Jackson and the
destroy every Soviet city over the size
nuke group, and memories of his pre
of Springfield. One submarine. We
political days.
have B52 bombers, and we’re equip
We reach the Weaver place around 8,
ping them with 4,000 Cruise missiles;
and part company quickly. Before
the Cruise missile is dropped out over
leaving town, I peek into campaign
the ocean, comes in low under the
headquarters. The joint is jumping.
radar, and can’t even be seen until it
destroys its target with a hydrogen
bomb. I’m opposed to this. Pershing II
missiles in Europe, which could de
stroy the city of Moscow within four
minutes. We both, with just a small
wo weeks later, Weaver sweeps
amount of our weaponry, could de
the election with his biggest
stroy each other.” The students listen
margin ever (59 percent to Anthony’s
intently, occasionally gasping or ut
41 percent).
tering disbelief.
Days thereafter, I finish up Pierce’s
Then he brings it all home. “ One of
Memoirs (Oregon Historical Society,
these tanks [the M1] could just about
1981). I began to understand what
support the entire budget of the
Weaver relates to in Pierce. This fight
Reedsport Schools . .. the President
ing populist and New Dealer was no
vetoed the Housing Bill; it would have
angry proletarian. He had been on the
been wonderful for us; it gave us a
inside, as a wealthy rancher and cap
chance to put some people to work in
italist . . . learned the tricks and saw
the mills; it was vetoed because it
the results. Jim Weaver, builder (“ I
took away from the M1 tank and all
found out that I liked making money” )
these military programs.”
was decidedly wealthy when he took
The young people who crowd
office. Both, firm believers in free
around him after the session are con
enterprise, found it d ifficult to accept
cerned about the future. Their parents
its raw side. Pierce: “ Who owns the
are unemployed, with all benefits cut
forests? Do those who have the legal
off. Can something be done?
After stops at the local radio sta
possession to the land upon which
tion, where Weaver is informed that
the forest has grown have the moral
right to harvest the trees in any man
he has the endorsement of the Veter
ans of Foreign Wars, and a thinly at
ner they see fit? ”
Or was that Weaver?
■
tended reception at City Hall for vet
that sustains life here, night and the
voices from the past our only
companions.

Day II
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Greetings from Sunbow Gallery!
fis we look at the fun and elegant objects we've gleaned from
craftspeople all across America, we have some interesting
observations to give you. Sunbow Gallery is a celebration of
artists' ability to make art their w ork. . .their work is art! We
can use the objects they make by hand in our everyday lives . . .
kaleidoscopes, perfume bottles, kitchenware, lamps, whimsical
toys. . .w ith the clear statement "created by hand." find we
add, "collected with heart." We collect work by the best con
temporary potters and glassblowers and jewelers ‘and wood
workers. . .the same work you'll see at the most exciting
galleries in New York and San Francisco. We have brought this
work to Portland so you can embrace the spirit of fimerican
artists in their crafts.
Come to Sunbow this Christmas. Enjoy the visions made by
American artists, and celebrate art as a part of all of us. We are
ready to help you choose wonderful gifts for all the special peo
ple on your list. . .and if your Mother already has the Taj
Mahal, we'll find something as dazzling — and happily afford
able. We will cleverly gift wrap your selection, ship it anywhere,
and you'll be on your way to a sparkling holiday season.
With warmest Christmas wishes.

4

Sunbow Gallery

2 0 6 SW Stark, Portland

A new mixed-use project south of Seattle's historical
Public Markel.
X ow leasing — Shops. Restaurants. C in e m a '
Leasing O ffic e : 93 Pike Street. Room 300
Seattle. W ashington 98101 — 206 622-2986

2 2 1 -0 2 5 8

Candy Basket
Christmas Confections
Homemade in Portland
All N atural Ingredients

A n open occupancs project

inrinlininirninininii i
^Pike Place M arket.

SOUTH ARCADE

Portland, Oregon 97214

2429 S.E. 11 th Ave.
503/239-4447
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As technology enters nature's domain,
do we have the wisdom to stop for a
moment and consider what it might
all mean?

RETHINKING NATURE
AND OTHER MATTERS

eremy Rifkin is a thinker
who has been exploring our
future. In a time of public confu
sion about where we’re going,
and legitimate concern about
the problems we face, what
we’re most frequently offered
are stop-gap solutions from
leaders who themselves have
little time to ex
p lo re a lte rn a 
tives. Rifkin sug
gests neither the
quick fix nor the
e a s ily a c c o m 
plished. What he
p ro p o s e s
re 
quires a com 
plete rethinking
of the way we view the world.
But then, who said it was going
to be easy.
Early an activist again the
Vietnam War, Rifkin now serves
as a consultant and advisor to
some Presidents, Congress, the
AFL-CIO and many state and
local governments. He provided
expert testimony on future op
tions for the U.S. economy for
P resid ent C a rte r’s “ Com-

J

An Interview with

Jeremy Rifkin
By Lenny Dee
Drawing by Ron Shepherd

between labor unions, local
and state governments, banks
and corporations for control of
the vast pool of pension
capital; and Entropy: A New
World View, an analysis of the
relationship between the first
two laws of thermodynamics
and economic, social and political development.
His advoca
cy of the stew
ardship of our
energy and re
s o u rc e s
is
predicated on
an
u n d e r
s ta n d in g o f
these two laws. The first is the
co n se rva tio n law : “ W hile
energy can never be created or
destroyed, it can be trans
formed from one form to an
other.” When we burn fossil
fu e ls, fo r exam ple, th e ir
energy becomes our power.
The second law augments the
first: ‘‘Every time energy is
transformed from one state to
another, a certain penalty is

w e would rather say yes to our own
extinction in 20 minutes than say no
to our world view, i/i/e have not yet
become aware and conscious o f our
responsibilities.
mission on the Agenda for the
19805.”
In the past four years, he has
also authored (or collaborated
on) six books, which include:
Who Should Play God? an ex
amination of the social, moral,
political and economic issues
raised by genetic engineering
and the artificial creation of life;
The North Will Rise Again, an
analysis of the confrontations

e x a c te d . . . i t ’s c a lle d
entropy.” When we burn a
piece of coal, the energy re
mains but is transformed into
gases that then spread out in
to space. “ Pollution is just
another name for entropy. En
tropy is the measure of the
amount of energy no longer
capable of conversion into
work. ”
Recently I had an opportuni
ty to visit with Jeremy Rifkin.
Much of his brilliance lies in
his reformulation of the basic
issues facing our civilization.
Turning the format on its side,
as he frequently does in ex
amining things, he posed the
first question to all of us.
Jeremy Rifkin: Knowing what you
know now about the splitting of the
atom, both its benefits and its detri
ments, I would like to take everyone
back to the University of Chicago,
Stagg Field, 1942, with all the scien
tists sitting underneath the football
field in their laboratory, and they have
to make the decision in one day, do
we split the atom? Knowing what we
know now, how many people would
vote to split the atom? That’s the big
question. A lot of people, even though
they are opposed to nuclear power,
have a hard time saying that they are
opposed to splitting the atom.
Our world view of scientific and
technical progress, the mechanical
world view of Bacon, Descartes,
Newton, Locke and Smith is our
faith. And people say to me, “ You
can’t stop splitting the atom. It’s
curiosity. It’s the human mind. It’s
progress.” The flag of Galileo gets
waved up the pole. “ It’s freedom of
inquiry. If we don’t do it, the Rus
sians w ill.” And the major argument
they will use is if the human mind
can think of splitting the atom, this
must be the next stage of evolution,
and therefore the bomb is a part of
evolution and it is futile to reject
evolution because that’s the law of
nature.
This is one of the things that I’m
pointing out in my new book Algeny.
This is the ultimate deception of
consciousness in Western Civiliza
tion. It turns out that every time the
human family changes the way it
goes about organizing the environ
ment, whether it is inventing fire or
agriculture or the industrial revolu
tion, about that same time, concepts
of nature change. And the new
concept of nature always bears a
striking likeness to the way people
are appropriating or exploiting their
environment. We know nature by the
way we interact with it. Up to this
point in time, we interact with it in
order to appropriate it.
What we do is project our own
organizational experience onto the
cosmos, creating an entire context
which we call a concept of nature,
and then we look at that context and
say, “ Damn it, we must be doing the
right thing because the way we are
interacting with the world adheres to
the natural order of things.” That
natural order is just a projection of
our own experience, whether it be
Darwin’s theory of evolution, which
was a congenial companion with the
industrial age, or the great chain of
being which was a very congenial
concept of nature for the 1300s in
medieval Europe.
So I think that what we need to do
is take a look at how we conceptual
ize nature in the first place. Now, this
splitting of the atom is very interest
ing. We think it’s evolution at work.
Well, maybe it’s just a projection of
our own needs. The reason we can’t
say no to splitting the atom is be
cause in our world view of science
and technology, to say no to a tech
nological revolution is unthinkable.
That would be like capitulating our
faith. We would rather say yes to our
own extinction in 20 minutes than
say no to our world view. I think that
until we can entertain the question of
saying no to a technological revolu
tion, that we have not yet become
aware and conscious of our respon
sibilities.
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Clinton St. Quarterly: Where does
space fit in this?
JR: It doesn’t fit in anywhere as far
as I’m concerned. First, on an energy
level, it is absolutely ridiculous. We
can’t afford the energy cost of
transporting something from the
Imperial Valley in California to
Washington D.C. How are we going
to finance the energy and material
costs on this planet to catapult a
tremendous amount of machinery
and material up in outer space and to
use it as our resource base to feed
four billion people on this planet? It
cannot be done.
CSQ: What about trying to com
municate with other life forms?
JR: Well, that’s fine. It will give us a
little bit of humility from our hubris if
we can do that.
My feeling about the pioneering
mentality in space is that it is the
ultimate deceit. It basically says that
this planet is just a launching pad,
just loose material. We have no rela
tionship to it; it’s just a temporary
sojourn for us here. And once we
have raped it and destroyed it and
used it up, we can now move on to
somewhere else. I think that’s a par
ticular philosophy of life that leads
nowhere, because it assumes the
ultimate alienation; that we are not
part of a larger community. We are
just alone in the universe.
If we feel that we are not a part of a
community here, will we be any more
of a community when we go to outer
space? What I’m suggesting is the
ultimatealienation, and we can never
rejoin the community of life as long
as we think we’re invulnerable and
separate and detached. I think that
this planet was designed as an entire
framework. We are part of that
design, and that design, in turn, is
part of a larger matrix, the solar
system, and that it makes a lot more
sense to see this planet as an
organism and see the larger solar
system as the community that
organism functions in.
Now that would require that we

take our proper place in the “ natural
order” as we can experience it in our
day-to-day life. If one were to adhere
to that particular approach to life and
existence, one would not even think
about exploiting other systems out
there.
CSQ: With the decline of a reli
gious point of view, that there is life
after life, space provides an option
that there is an alternative out there.
JR: I found that when people read
Entropy, they have two options, They
either hate it or it confirms some

everything becomes a throwaway
along the long march to find some
improved thing to replace it, then I
suspect that those of us who exper
ience life that way never respect any
moment and never really enjoy life
itself. That’s the mentality in our
civilization as well.
CSQ: Bringing it all home, what do
you think we can do to turn things
around in our state and region, which
is rapidly becoming the Appalachia of
the West?
JR: My own feeling is that the

The pioneering mentality in space is
the ultimate conceit, it basically says
that this planet is ju st a launching
pad, ju s t loose material. Once we
have raped it and destroyed it and
used it up, we can now move on to
somewhere else.
basic experience. And that exper
ience is duration, finitude, mortality,
limits. There has been a long history
in Western consciousness. . . . I
don’t know much about the East, but
in the West, at least, we believe that
there are no limits, that we can over
come time and space, that we can
use our technology to extend our
selves beyond our natural limits. So
for that mentality, not only do we
never get a sense of how we belong,
because one can only belong within a
community where there is mortality,
and there is duration and there is
finitude, not only do we estrange
ourselves from life by not accepting
its ultimate end, but we estrange
ourselves from community and from
continuity.
As long as we maintain the idea
that there is always an alternative or
substitute or reversal for everything
we experience in life, then no exper
ience has any cherished moment. If

industrial age is moving into its final
stages over the riext few decades.
We’re running out of non-renewable
resources in the sense that it’s
becoming too expensive to locate
and process a dwindling resource
base. Once realizing this, there are
many options open. One is to ignore
the fact and try and recharge the old
industrial engines. It will be more
expensive, both to locate resources
and to absorb the waste of past
economic activity. That’s a no-win
course.
If one decides to embark on a new
course, it would have to be moving
from a non-renewable to a renewable
resource economy. There are two
choices available for long-range
economic planning for a renewable
resource economy.
One is an ecological approach, in
which a state or region develops an
approach to its local resources so
that they can be sustained for future

generations. The ultimate proposi
tion for an ecological approach
would be what I call the “ big
balanced budget.” The big balanced
budget is always between society
and nature. What the the state or
region would have to do is decide
that society could not consume
faster than nature can reproduce the
goodies, and if consumption grows
faster, then it’s a big deficit and a
collapse in the local resource base
for the economy here.
The ecological approach to a re
newable resource base would put a
premium on not only self-sufficiency
but decentralized living patterns,
cities that were smaller in scale,
more emphasis on labor-intensive
skills, an introduction of organic and
bio-dynamic farming methods, de
velopment of a whole host of appro
priate technologies that will allow
the state to use its material re
sources and energy resources com
mensurate with nature’s own rhythms
so that the technologies were in line
with the environment.
There is another approach that
could be taken for developing a base
for a renewable resource economy.
It’s called genetic engineering. Sena
tor Hatfield recently told me about a
group he calls the “Atari Democrats.”
They believe that we should go for
renewable resources, obviously, be
cause that’s all that’s left. But they
feel that the ecological approach is
too slow. It would require sharing our
resources, redistributing our wealth,
living a more frugal lifestyle, slowing
down the pace of life, and these
kinds of costs, according to some
people in this country, would proba
bly be prohibitive.
So the idea behind a genetic
engineering approach is to engineer
the biology of the local resource base
in order to convert it into utilities
faster than nature’s own tempo . . .to
bring engineering technology into all
living organisms and create a cornu
copia of biological utilities.
These two approaches are dia-
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metrically opposed. Ecology is stew
ardship, participation, frugality, and
it's basic premise is to sustain re
sources for future generations. Gene
tic engineering is controlling, domina
ting, turning nature into pure utility
for expedient ends. It’s basic purpose
is the quick-fix in the marketplace to
provide for the present generation.
I think if one were to put sexual
symbols on each, the ecological ap
proach would be very heavily involved
with the female symbol, steward
ship, nurturing, and genetic engi
neering would be very much attached
to the male symbol, dominating,
controlling.
I think that those are the two major
options available for every economy
on the planet. I emphasize this be
cause many environmental leaders
are not yet aware that these are two
different choices. We all assume that
once a state or regional economy
moved to renewable resources, it
would automatically mean the ecolo
gical approach. What we didn’t take
into consideration was genetic en
gineering.
Now, let us assume that one
chooses not to go the route of the
high-tech, Atari school. If one
chooses the ecological approach,
there are many ways that capital can
be raised to finance it. In the book,
The North Will Rise Again, we
pointed out that there is a new pool
of social capital which has become
prominent in the last 30 years, pen
sion funds. Pension funds are now
worth over $700 billion, and they own
25% of the stock in the equity ex
changes of the bond market. They
will be worth a trillion dollars by the
end of this decade and will basically
control the finance markets of this
country. They already do.
Well, this in interesting and ironic,
because this is the workers’ money.
So in a sense, millions of workers
own this country. They just don’t
know about it and have no control
over their funds.

What we said in The North Will
Rise Again is that state governments
are begging Washington for a hand
ful of financial privileges or they’re
begging Volkswagen to locate a plant
in their state economies and will give
up half the treasury to get any jobs.
At the same time, they might have
billions and billions of dollars of
public pension funds that they
generate from their local tax base
which is flowing right out of the
state. In other words, a handful of
banks in San Francisco and New

and then have that money invested
out of state which deteriorates the
local tax base and the ability to pay
public employees. The same is true
with private pension funds. There
needs to be a relationship between
the unions and the state government
for long-range economic planning,
so that union pension funds in the
private sector can be used for econo
mic planning in the local state eco
nomy, so that those funds are not
only being used to get a maximum
return on investment for the benefi

For most o f Christianity's long

sojourn on the planet, dominion has
meant subdue nature, harness it.
Now a younger generation of
theologians are saying that
dominion means stewardship.
York will be controlling these funds
and investing in jobs in Taiwan or
Atlanta, Georgia or whatever.
What we would like to see is these
funds being used to generate a tran
sition to a renewable resource eco
nomy, to begin developing economic
initiative through the state or region
from an ecological approach to bio
logy to create jobs, create new ap
propriate technology, new insitutional frameworks, new distribution
systems for production, all based on
using social capital. I don’t believe
the funds should be used indiscrimi
nately. There is a prudent person rule
which says that these funds must
maximize the investment of the
beneficiaries.
I think one can maximize the bene
ficiaries’ investment and at the same
time create a multiplier effect by in
vesting in economic initiatives that
help the local economy. It’s ironic and
criminal to generate money on
pension funds for public employees

ciaries, which is critical, but also
used to create jobs and to maintain
jobs in the local economy.
CSQ: If you had access to those
funds here, what kinds of projects
would you do?
JR: Well, I can say that it’s already
being done all over the country. The
North Will Rise Again has become
the strategy of the AFL-CIO, and it
has also become the strategy for
many state governments that have
already set up all the mechanisms.
They have started to shift money.
Now the question is what are we
going to do with that money. My in
terest in having that money used to
make a transition into an ecological
approach to the age of biology. Un
fortunately, many state governments
and unions and others will see the
need to use that money for the high
technology bio-engineering, compu
ter society which is typically op
posed to an ecological approach.
CSQ: It’s almost a religious move

ment that you are asking for. That is
the only way I can see it.
JR: Well, it is interesting that within
the religious community there is a
comparable reformation that’s very
compatible with the entropy law. I
wrote a book called The Emerging
Order, which was an outsider’s look
at the evangelical and charismatic
phenomenon, both the positive and
negative influences it is having on
this culture. One of the things we
found is a younger generation of
evangelicals who are very different
from some of the TV preachers, and
are redefining the second instruction
in the book of Genesis: God says you
shall multiply and then He says you
shall have dominion. And for most of
Christianity’s long sojourn on the
planet, dominion has meant subdue
nature, harness it, with some excep
tions, like St. Francis of Assisi. Well,
now a younger generation of theolo
gians in the evangelical and the main
line church communities are saying
that dominion does not mean subdue
nature, it means stewardship. That is
a potential revolution very compatible
with an ecological approach and with
the entropy law. And what this
younger generation is saying is that
this is God’s creation, and it is meant
to be protected and preserved,
because we are stewards, and any
time that we undermine, despoil it,
manipulate it or turn it into our own
construction, we are acting in
rebellion to God’s covenant. We are
not acting as a steward.
Well, this is potentially a very pro
found change in Christian thought. If
it ripples beyond rhetoric and doesn’t
peter out into just a slogan, we could
see hundreds of years of the
Christian work ethic substituted with
the Christian conservation ethic. It
would certainly be more congenial
with an ecological approach to bio
logy, and very much opposed to
genetic engineering, which is the
ultimate hubris, human beings be
lieving that we can create the second
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Genesis and do a better job than the
original creation did.
CSQ: Still, you’re asking for a
tremendous change. You’re talking
about cities of 100,000 people. You’d
have to lead seven million New
Yorkers out of New York City.
Rockefeller Center and all the huge
office buildings would stand empty.
That’s an enormous movement of
people and philosophy. That is
almost like what went on in
Cambodia.
JR: What we need to do is take a
look now while we still can, before
this tremendous crisis and catastro
phe occurs, and look at a reasonable,
humane approach to make the tran
sition. There are a lot of people that
say, “Well, we should just give up
the big cities,” or, “ Let every worker
fend for themselves.” I don’t agree
with that philosophy. I think we need
to make a transition to decentralized,
self-sufficient economies, but in do
ing so, we have to mitigate the suf
fering in the transition period of
millions of American workers. I would
like to see the remaining base of non
renewable resources used to buffer
that transition, to develop built-in
safeguards for re-employment oppor
tu n itie s, built-in safeguards to
guarantee income.
There are many people who say,
“Well, let’s just abandon the old in
dustrial project and go on from
there.” Well, that’s a very cavalier
way of looking at peoples’ everyday
experiences in the world. We can’t
afford that because if we are talking
about a nuturing approach to the age
of biology, then the process by
which we get there should be some
what nuturing as well, and I think
that when you talk about nuturing
and stewardship on the one hand and
allow ourselves to be insensitive to
the transition and think, well, it’s just
the way it goes. It’s just not compa
tible.
CSQ: Without a cataclysmic event
how are we going to make this revo
lutionary change?
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JR: I think the first thing we need
to do is to have a complete change in
our world view, our conceptual
framework. That’s why I wrote
Entropy. Those first two laws of
thermodynamics illustrate a different
way of conceptualizing reality. They’re
just anthropomorphic examples of
our experiencing in the world, these
two laws, but they turn everything
upside down in terms of how we
frame our ideas about what the world
is about, and they do so in a way
much more compatible with common
sense and our own day-to-day exper
ience. We need to replace the whole
mechanical world view of Descartes,
Bacon, Locke, Newton and Smith
with a new world view that’s con
genial with our experience of our
relationship to the larger organism,
the planet.
Yes, it is a revolution that goes far
beyond the state revolutions. Be
cause we’re talking about changing
300 years of the mechanical world.
That’s not going to be an easy battle.
I think it is first and foremost a con
ceptual battle we’re talking about
here. Second, we need action as
well. I don’t think conceptual change
by itself will mean much.
I would encourage a green move
ment for the United States of
America. There is a growing group of
ecofeminists emerging out of the
women’s movement. There is the
stewardship movement emerging
within the Christian community.
There is, of course, the burgeoning
environmental community. There is
also a community involved in appro
priate technology, working to devel
op self-reliant lifestyles. What we
need now is some kind of green
movement, long term, that can bring
this into political focus. Now, I didn’t
say a green party; I said a green
movement. And how it will manifest
itself politically is an open question,
but there needs to be some form of
green movement in the United States
just like we’re seeing in Europe.
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sette has a different purpose and
effect, each one a different possible
approach to boom chuck. “ There’s
room for lots more kinds of boom
chuck besides what I do,” says John
Davis. “ It’s just a language we speak
here in Portland.”
Appropriately, Generic Boom Chuck
starts with a personal, vulnerable self
introduction by the artist called “ Over
Q ualified.” It’s the folky Davis,
earnest and wistful. “ Space Ship,” a
kind of hopeful fantasy (written
before E.T.) about a space ship that
comes but doesn’t take the hero
away, is good dramatic storytelling
with elaborate space ship sound ef
fects worked into the song. “ Rock
Star,” on the other hand, is pure
social commentary about the crazi
ness of media-created image and star
dom, told with cynical disillusion
ment. The song screams for an MTV
visual and it seems John Larue at
KPTV agrees, as that’s the song In
credible John performs in Larue’s
show on Portland music featuring
Davis, Billy Rancher, and the Confidentials.
“ Dance Class” is the cassette’s
best dance tune with the bonus of a
wry, memorable lyric: “ Shake your
bean G ildersteen/shut your eyes and
dance/You too Rosencrantz/Get off
by Penny Allen
your ass — Dance Class.” “ Belushi”
opens with the sound of bullets fly
ortunately, there are still some Candides who insist upon telling their
ing past your head, the sound you
hear when o.d.ing on cocaine, fo l
truths these days, even in the notoriously corrupt world of musical enter
lowed by a classic two-m inute guitar
tainment. “ If you can keep your calm in this noisy business,” says the Incredible
wail boom chuck style. The cut’s all
John Davis, “ and if you can get over being scared of looking silly, then you can
guts, .pure, domineering, hard to
follow many rhythms going on at once.” When John himself learned how to do
listen to. Still, “ Belushi” is necesjust that, he became a one-man band and invented boom chuck.

BOY
AND
H IS

DOG

Personal Technology a la
the Incredible John Davis

F

“ Boom chuck may sound like a
silly word,” says Davis, “ but no
sillier than jazz or rock and roll.
Boom chuck is your heart beat . . .
squeeze, relax, squeeze, relax. It’s
not just the down beat . . . boom,
boom, boom . . . there’s also the up
beat . . . boom ,chuck, boom, chuck.
It’s bouncy, it’s binary, it’s like walk
ing down the street,” says Incredible
John.
With a floating bouncy rhythm
something like reggae or ska, hark
ing back to Portland’s Kingsmen
doing “ Louie, Louie,” boom chuck’s
got a tracer element to it. You can
always identify it, which is why both
Incredible John and pal B illy Rancher
think alike about boom chuck.
Says B illy Rancher: “ For Johnny
and me, boom chuck means getting
back to basics, sim plifying. The idea
of boom chuck is already of local
importance. I do think people w ill
refer to this period as the boom
chuck scene when they write about
Portland music in the ’80s. Boom
Chuck Records is the name of our
record company, so the industry w ill
recognize it that way to o .” For awhile
John Davis even published a onesheet newspaper called Boom Chuck
News, which was entertainingly
idiosyncratic and always w ildly pro
motional of boom chuck.
Thinking he ought to lay out some
of the possibilities for the sound he
named, John Davis has now written,
performed, professionally recorded,
mixed and released a cassette called
Generic Boom Chuck, available at
most record and cassette outlets, as
well as at Portland’s Saturday Market
from John himself.
Listening to John’s full sound, you
can’t help but take great delight
immediately in the whole one-man
band idea. There’s no over-dubbing
on the songs, no laying down instru
ment tracks one by one and making a
sound later. Davis is playing all the
instruments him self at once. Lead
guitar in his hands, harmonica
strapped around his neck, his right
foot on synthesizer, playing a kind of
combination bass drum and bass
guitar (the boom), left foot on a
cut-off high hat cymbal (the chuck),
voice on top, Davis’ songs are
recorded live . . . whole, all of a
piece. On one song, “ Ruby Rhu
barb,” John even miraculously gets
his giant dog Ruby to bark on cue!
Live! The song’s a winner, a happy
rollicking celebration of personal
technology, a virtuoso one-boy band
and his dog.
If “ Ruby Rhubarb” makes you
laugh and bounce around, jumping
up and down, each of the other cuts
on the six-cut, one-side-only cas-

f f |k | o w the
■^■technology
makes it possible for a
one-man band to have a
full sound. It’s like
pushing an abacus
through some electronic
chips. Rawness and
technology meet in the
modern one-man
band.”
‘Speak, Ruby,
Speak!"

Above, Incredible John prepares to sell his cassette,
Generic Boom Chuck, at Portland’s Saturday Market.
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sary to a compendium of boom
chuck's wide-ranging possibilities.
Maybe you don’t want to know about
all the possibilities, but after Generic
Boom Chuck, you’ll know there’s a
good idea there. And to know this
cassette is to know John Davis—it’s
that personal.
John Davis’ moods, like his cas
sette, range with great originality
from clown-like happiness and wit
through astute intellectual measure
to downright offensive irascibility.
He’s authentic, honest, unpackaged,
always right there. He takes large
risksand is sometimes disappointed.
He wants to communicate and be
communicated with—de is quite
good at it and hopefully expects the
world to share his level of intensity.
W h e n I was a kid,” says Davis,
“ my father would always get
those notes from the teacher — ‘Dear
Mr. Davis: John is a very intelligent

nothing about the notion of diplo
macy. So Dad retired to Arizona.” In
the meantime, John was sent to
school in the United States, his
parents’ effort to Americanize him a
little. They picked San Francisco and
the year was 1966. Of course John
Davis immediately became a hippy
and a musician.
Soon after San Francisco, Davis
came north to study at Pacific Uni
versity. He’s stayed in Oregon since
then, making Portland his first real
home. “ I’ve played in bands here with
other people,” he explains, “ but they
were never as far into it as I was . . .
or they didn’t hear the same sounds I
heard.” So the one-man band was
inevitable. “ For me it works,” says
John. “ All the different guys have to
get along. The manager, me, says
‘get in there and practice,’ so I do,
and if the band, me, says, Tm tired
of playing this song,’ it’s time for the
writer, me, to write a new song. And
we don’t have to wait for the guy
who’s always late.”
Being a one-man band is an
incredible physical feat, like complex
juggling. John trains for it, jogging
backwards for one of his three miles
a day, so as to work the foot and leg
muscles needed to keep each limb
playing a separate instrument. The
challenge of playing solo and live is
part of the show with him, just like it
was when he mastered hang gliding
all the way to winning the 1979 U.S.
Nationals. “ Hang gliding is nothing
more than a way of making things
simpler, more direct. It’s one guy . . .
flying. I think there’s some sort of cor
relation between the rawness,, the
pureness of an idea and its ability to
thrill people. Both hang gliding and
being a one-man band are extensions
of your own abilities with the right
personal technology.”
he concept of a one-man band is
not brand new at all. There was
Wilbert Harrison doing “ Goin’ to Kan
sas City.” “ And Jesse Fuller, too, was
a one-man rock and roll band, with
‘San Francisco Bay Blues.’ And if
you’ve never heard of those guys it’s
because they got passed over be
cause of low technology . . . didn’t
have a full sound. Now the technol
ogy makes it possible for a one-man
band to have a full sound. It’s like
pushing an abacus through some
electronic chips. Rawness and tech
nology meet in the modern one-man
band.”
Aesthetic theory aside, Davis
didn’t slough off when it came to
making his art available to the public.
The giant entertainment corpora
tions, structured to grind slowly for
ward (even more slowly now that
recorded music sales are down), are
neither equpped nor likely to plug a
John Davis right into his specialized
market, but that’s not the only way to
go. “ I feel like the music industry and
real people are pulling further and
further apart, because they have no
real contact with each other, just
dollars. The public is being cheated,”
says Davis. “ But there’s still room for
the little guy who can become his
own mini-corporation and release a
cassette. Why shouldn’t I compete
on the market when I have something
to say, a good idea, and an original
product?”
It was Island Records and the
reggae industry that originally intro
duced Chris Blackwell’s One-PlusOne concept, where the same album
appears on both sides of a cassette,
tacitly inviting re-recording on one
side. Artistic anarchist that he is,
John Davis has gotten right to the
point and left side two of Generic
Boom Chuck completely blank, for
your own use. “ I was going to put a
stress-relief rap on side two, but I
decided blank was a neat idea,” says
Davis. “ Doing a cassette instead of a
record is perfect for someone like
me, because it’s much cheaper than
a record when you’re doing a smaller
quantity, like five hundred. People
will be doing it much more in the
future. The industry gets more con
servative in hard times, but, iron
ically, the art gets better. The art’s
gonna get better and better in Port
land. I’m trying to do my part. So
whether people like my cassette or
not, nobody can take my technology
away from me.” Amen.

SILK SCREENED SWEATSHIRTS
Design silkscreened on quality 50/50 cotton-acrylic, long sleeve, V-neck
sweatshirts. Butter, Lilac, Maroon, Navy, Grape, Teal, White. Specify design
(reindeer or polar bear), size and color. S, M, L, XL. Send 15.95 postage paid
to IMAGES, P.O. Box 2102, Lynnwood, Washington 98036. Allow 2-3 weeks
delivery. Satisfaction guaranteed.
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The Incredible recording
child, but I have thirty other students,
blah, blah, blah.’ So I started doing a
lot on my own. A one-man band even
then.”
Davis’childhood was nearly nomad
ic. His father was the American
Consul General in Argentina where
John was born. After Buenos Aires
came Panama, then John’s first
home in the states with his father’s
assignment to Washington D.C. Next
came four years in Italy, five years in
Brazil and then Hong Kong. “ Every
few years my friends all suddenly
remembers John.
disappeared,”
Again the stuff of future one-man
bands.
As a kid, John spoke Spanish or
Italian or Portuguese as often as he
did English. “ I discovered both the
orgasm and the harmonica in Naples
when I was eight. I went into the PX
there and bought my first harmonica
—a German Hohner. I was amazed at
this incredible instrument that I
could play all by myself.”
A career diplomat, John’s father
quit the foreign service in 1972
because he was appalled at its cor
ruption. “The appointments were be
coming totally political,” explains
John about his dad’s beliefs. “ Presi
dents started sending their friends as
Ambassadors . . . guys who knew
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Draw ing by Stephen Leflar

A Dialogue
in w h ich '—7

Ursula K. LeGuin, Elaine Spencer,
David Kabat, Johanna Brenner &
Janice Haaken, Maureen McGuire
and Katherine Dunn
respond to

an Article by
Melvin Konner
^ ^ h e and He” came our way recently. In examining this issue, a subject
U ^ o f continuing fascination to all of us, Konner raises questions and
offers evidence for a provocative and controversial point of view. We felt it would
be valuable to have a number of people who were interested in the subject, some
of them scientists, offer their responses to Konner’s article. Though no one can
have the last word on this subject, at least not at present, at stake are not only
how we perceive and relate to one another, but a wide array of legal and public
considerations as well.

The Article
nk e Ehrhardt, Patricia G o ld m a n , S ar a h B la f fe r H a d y ,
C orrin e Hutt, Ju lia n n e Im perato-M cGinley, C a rol N a g y
Jacklin, Annelise Korner, Eleanor Em m on s Maccoby, Alice
Rossi, Beatrice Blyth Whiting. These are the nam es of
som e distinguished w om en scientists w h o devote their
lives to the study of brain hormones, or behavior, hum an
and animal. They range from the world fam ous to the
merely well known. Each, within her discipline, has a rep
utation for tough-mindedness. All have in com m on that
they have given considerable attention (most of them
m any years) to the question of whether the sex differences
in behavior each has observed — in the field, in the clinic,
and in the laboratory — have a basis that is in part
biological.

A

Without exception, they have
answered this question in the
affirmative. One cannot imagine that
they did so without difficulty. Each
has suffered, personally and pro
fessionally, from the ubiquitous dis
crimination against women that is
common outside the academy and
within it. Each has worked with some
man who envisioned her — in his
heart of hearts — barefoot, meek,
pregnant, and in the kitchen. Each
has sacrificed more than the average
brilliant man to get in a position to
work on a problem that troubles her
intellectually, and the payment of
that sort of price makes the truth
more compelling. Nevertheless, each
is wise enough to know that over the
long course of time, the very sorts of
oppression she has experienced are
bulwarked and bastioned by theories

of “ natural” gender differences.
These women are doing a balancing
act of formidable proportions. They
continue to struggle, in private and in
public, for equal rights and equal
treatment for people of both sexes; at
the same time, they uncover and
report evidence that the sexes are ir
remediably different — that after
sexism is wholly stripped away, after
differences in training have gone the
way of the whalebone corset, there
will still be something different,
something that is grounded in
biology.
Like many stories in modern be
havioral science, this one begins with
Margaret Mead. She was one of the
greatest of all social scientists. In a
world in which all odds were against
it, she established a concept of
human differences as more flexible,

more malleable, more buffeted by the
winds of life experience — as de
livered by our very different cultures
— than anybody had then thought
possible. And this concept has stood
the test of time.
No question so engaged her in
terest as that of the role of gender in
behavior. In trip after stubborn trip to
the South Seas, she gathered infor
mation impossible to come by other
wise. Among headhunters and fish
ermen, medicine men and exotic
dancers, in steamy jungles, on moun
taintops, on vivid white beaches, in
bamboo huts, in meeting houses on
stilts high above water, in shakylooking seagoing bark canoes, she
took out her ubiquitous notebook and
recorded the behavior and beliefs of
men and women who had never heard
of American sex roles. By 1949, when
Male and Female was published, she
had done so in seven remote
societies.
In all her cultures there was homi
cidal violence, and in all, that violence
occurred at the hands of men. Tchambuli men may have been effeminate in
relation to certain American conven
tions, but they were still very devoted
to taking victims — and, more tradi
tionally, hunting heads. Mundugumor
men were unthreatened by having
their women provide for them. But
that was because it freed them to plot
and fight.
This may be traced in a like manner
through all the world’s thousands of
different cultures. In every culture
there is at least some homicide, in
the context of war or ritual or in the
context of daily life, and in every

culture men are mainly responsible
for it. There are, of course, individual
exceptions, but there is no society in
the ethnographic or historical record
in which men do nearly as much baby
and child care as women. This is not
to say anything, yet, about capacity; it
is merely a statement of plain, ob
servable fact. Men are more violent
than women, and women are more
nurturant, at least towards infants
and children, than men.
Even in dreams the distinction
holds. In a study of dreams in 75 tribal
societies around the world, men were
more likely to dream of coitus, wife,
weapon, animal, red, while women
were more likely to dream of husband,
mother, father, child, cry.
Of course, this is ethnographic
fact, and that raises some eyebrows.
Although cross-cultural surveys are
quantitative in nature, they are based
on individual studies consisting
mainly of mere description. As such,
they are the victims of “ hard science”
snobbery. That snobbery is most illfounded. Ethnology is in its earliest
phase as a science. Just as “ mere”
description of the look of a newly
delineated brain region or a type of
liver cancer as they appear under the
microscope is a first step on a new
path in science, so, equally, is the
description of a society — description
using the human eye, ear, and mind
without computers.

N

evertheless,

we

recognize

quantification as necessary,
and, at least until recently, such

quantification was more usual in the
work of psychologists than of anthro
pologists. For many years now,
psychologists in the Western world
have studied gender differences, and
they have done so with an exactitude
very difficult to match in the tropical
jungle. Eleanor Maccoby, an elder
stateswoman of American psycho
logy, and Carol Jacklin, a young
scientist trained in part by Maccoby,
have, after years of work on the prob
lem, written a major book, The Psy
chology of Sex Differences. It not
only summarizes their own work but,
more important, systematically re
views and tabulates hundreds of
carefully described and annotated
studies by other investigators. They
review studies of sex differences on
scores of different dimensions —
tactile sensitivity, vision, discrimi
nation learning, social memory,
general intellectual abilities, achieve
ment striving, self-esteem, crying,
fear and timidity, helping behavior,
competition, conformity and imitation,
to name only a few.
For most of these dimensions it
may be emphatically stated that there
is no consistent pattern of gender dif
ference. For almost all there are at
least some studies that find a gender
difference in either direction —
usually both — and many studies that
find no difference. Indeed, the main
thrust of the book is to demolish
cliche after cliche about the differ
ence between boys and girls, men
and women. There is no evidence that
girls and women are more social,
more suggestible, have lower selfesteem or less achievement motiva

tion than boys and men, or that boys
and men are more analytic. In the
realms of tactile sensitivity and fear
and timidity there is weak evidence of
a gender difference — girls show
more of these. There is also weak
evidence that girls are more compliant
than boys and less involved in as
sertions of dominance. In the realm
of cognitive abilities, there is good
evidence for superiority of girls and
women in verbal ability and of boys
and men in spatial and quantitative
ability.
But the strongest case for gender
difference is made in the realm of
aggressive behavior. Out of 94 com
parisons in 67 different quantitative
studies, 57 comparisons showed
statistically significant sex differ
ences. Fifty-two of the 57 studies that
showed differences showed boys to
be more aggressive than girls.
Maccoby and Jacklin do not report
on studies of nurturance per se, but
in an earlier book, published in 1966,
Maccoby summarized 52 studies in a
category called “ nurturance and af
filiation” ; in 45 studies, girls and
women showed more of it than boys
and men, while in only two did males
score higher, with five showing no
difference.

live up to a high standard of rigor.
Beatrice Whiting has been a leader in
this field, originating techniques of
study and sending students out to
remote corners of the Earth (as well
as making field trips herself) to bring
back accurate knowledge about
behavior. She is one of the most
quantitatively oriented of anthro
pologists and may be said to have
built an edifice of exactitude on the
foundation that was laid by Margaret
Mead. She has been at it for about 40
years.
In a series of investigations that
came to be known as the Six Cul
tures study, Whiting, together with
John Whiting and other colleagues,
studied children’s behavior through

— and in five farming and herding
villages throughout the world. In
Mexico, Kenya, India, Japan, and the
Philippines, as well as in New
England, hundreds of hours of ob
servations were made.
In all six cultures, boys differed
from girls in the direction of greater
egoism and/or greater aggressive
ness, usually both. The difference
varies greatly from culture to culture,
presumably in response to different
degrees of inculcation of gender role.
Even more interesting, the girls in
one culture may be more aggressive
than the boys in another. But the
direction of the difference within any
culture is always the same. In other
words, studies of children who are

These women report evidence that the
sexes are irremediably different — that after
sexism is stripped away, there will still be
something different, something that is
grounded in biology.

direct, detailed observations, in
not fully socialized to their cultures
standard ' settings,
distributed
underscore gender differences in the
throughout the day. These obser
areas of aggressiveness and nur
hile it is difficult to get ac
vations were made by teams in a
turance.
curate information in non
New England town called Orchard
It may be argued that the children
industrial cultures on such measures
Town — its identity is still a mystery
in Whiting’s studies had nevertheless
as verbal and spatial ability, a number
of excellent studies have been done
Excerpted from The Tangled Wing, Copyright © 1982 by Melvin Konner.
on child behavior, using techniques
Reprinted with permission from Holt, Rinehart & Winston.
of measurement and analysis that
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been trained; they ranged in age from
three to 12. Furthermore, all of the six
cultures may well be sexist.

S

till, we can go younger. Annelise

Korner has spent many years
studying newborn infants, and one of
her central interests has been sex
differences. She, as well as other
investigators, has found that at birth
boys show more muscle strength —
greater head lift in the prone position,
for example — while girls show
greater skin sensitivity, more reflex
smiles, more taste sensitivity, more
searching movements with their
mouths, and faster response to a
flash of light.
But before we resort to this indirect
accounting, it behooves us to con
sider another category of evidence:
the sort of evidence that comes from
studies of hormones, behavior, and
the brain.
The idea that humoral factors
secreted by reproductive organs
influence gender differences in
behavior is very old; castration has
long been used in attempts to reduce
aggressiveness in animals and men,
and systematic experimental work
demonstrating that this works has
been available since 1849. The ques
tion is no longer whether hormones
secreted by the testes promote or
enable aggressive behavior, but how,
and also: What else goes on in a like
manner?
The principal male gonadal hor
mone in mammals is testosterone. It
belongs to a chemical class known as
steroids. The steroid class includes
the two principal female reproduc
tive hormones: estradiol — the key
estrogen in humans — and proges
terone, the gestation-promoting sub
stance secreted in massive quanti
ties by the placenta, and in lesser
quantities, in the nonpregnant
woman, by the ovaries. Estradiol and
progesterone, together with the
pituitary hormones that regulate
them, participate in the determina
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tion of the monthly cycle. Although
nothing so fabulous as that exists in
males, there is much in common
between testosterone’s mode of ac
tion and that of the two female sex
steroids.
The brain is the main regulatory
organ in behavior, and behavior is
that organ’s major output; for a mole
cule to affect behavior it must
generally first affect the brain, or at
least the peripheral nerves. Sex
steroids are no exception. Giving a
rat a systemic injection of estradiol
(radioactively labeled for tracing) will
produce a high concentration of this

violence — just the behaviors in
which the sexes most differ and the
ones most subject to influence by
testosterone, estradiol, and pro
gesterone.
Although the way the system
works is scarcely understood, there
are clues. For instance, injection of
testosterone lowers the threshold for
firing of nerve fibers in the pathway
that leads to the hypothalamus, and
as such in all likelihood mediates an
excitatory influence on sexual and
aggressive behavior. This finding
gives substance to the action of
testosterone on behavior. It is one

is a male courtship pattern. In female
rats, injection of estradiol increase
the size of the region of sensitivity of
the nerve to the pelvic region, even
when that nerve is detached from the
brain; this is presumably part of the
mechanism that makes the female
susceptible — some of the time, any
way — to male advances.
Such is the view of the physio
logist, which is, not surprisingly,
pretty unrelenting. What is a bit sur
prising is that someone like Alice
Rossi has accepted it. Rossi is a
family sociologist. After years of
distinction in her field, she became
dissatisfied with 19th-century socio
logist Emile Durkheim’s dictum that
only social facts can explain social
facts and began to take seriously the
notion that at least some social facts
might be explained by biological
ones. She has become adept in
reading the biological literature, and
when she reviews it for her sociologist
colleagues, she does not attempt to
conceal from them her belief that
some of the observed gender differ
ence in social behavior — for ex
ample, in parenting — is attributable
to causes in endocrinology.
thing to say that this hormone
In reviewing the well-known sex
probably influences sex and aggres
difference in nurturing behavior —
sion by acting on t0e brain; it is quite
obvious particularly within the family,
another to find a major nerve bundle
and in all cultures — Rossi has ac
deep in the brain, likely to be in
cepted the possibility that it may
volved in sex and aggression, that
have its roots partly in hormonal dif
can fire more easily when testos
ferences. She has defended this
terone acts on it than when it does
viewpoint in several recent articles, in
not. A key link in the story has been
the scholarly as well as semipopular
formed.
literature.
From a hormonal perspective, nurturance has not been as well studied
ut we don’t even need to reach
as aggressiveness, in some ways the
so deeply into the brain, Peri
antithesis of nurturance. In many
pheral nerves have now been shown in
studies of humans and other animals,
testosterone at least clearly enables
several experiments to concentrate
and perhaps directly increases
these hormones, in songbirds in
aggressiveness. While no one with
which the male of the pair is the
any experience in this field thinks
singer, testosterone is concentrated
that there is a simple relationship
in the motor nerves to the syrinx —
between testosterone and aggression,
the bird’s voice box — and this is
most people now accept that some
almost certainly part of the reason
such relationship does exist.
testosterone promotes song, which

The community of scientists working in this
field concluded that the basic plan of the
mammalian organism is female and stays
that way unless told to be otherwise by
masculine hormones.
hormone in certain brain cells —
specifically, in their nuclei — within
two hours. Twenty-two hours after
that there will be a correspondingly
massive increase in the tendency of
the rat — if female — to respond to
stimulation with sexual posturing.
What happens in those 22 hours will
tell a tale that may very well change
the way we look at cell biology, but
the tale cannot be told without at
least a few more years of research.
Meanwhile, we know, as children
like to say, for sure, that sex steroid
hormones affect behavior, and we
know they get around quite well in
the brain. Using radioactive labeling,
it has been very easy to show not only
that they pass from blood to brain,
but they concentrate selectively in
certain brain regions. That is, con
centrations occur in brain regions
that play an important role in court
ship, sex, maternal behavior, and

B

To take an example, although re
peated studies of aggression and
testosterone in prison inmates have
produced a confused picture, one
intriguing discovery stands out:
Among male prison inmates, in one
very good study, the higher the adult
testosterone level, the earlier the age
of the first arrest. That is, the men
who had the highest levels had been
arrested youngest, in early adoles
cence. In another study, the level of
testosterone in male juvenile delin
quents was correlated with their level
of observed aggressive behavior.
This finding brings us to one of the
most central facts about the gonadal
hormones: They rise very dramatically
at adolescence. From very low levels
during early and middle childhood,
testosterone (especially but not
exclusively in males) and estradiol
and progesterone (both especially
but not exclusively in females) all rise
to adult levels over the course of a
few years, and the female monthly
cycle is Instituted. Few studies have
measured hormones and behavior in
the same individuals, but it is likely
that adolescent behavior — and its
gender differentiation — is influenced
by these massive hormonal changes.
Gender differences in fat, muscle
mass, and the pitch of the voice, all of
which contribute to gender-specific
behavior, are determined in large part
by the teenage boy’s rise in testos
terone.

behavior long before puberty, when
previously we had thought that there
were not enough circulating sex
steroids to make the difference.
There is increasing evidence that
the accounting may lie deep in the
brain. In 1973 it was shown for the
first time that male and female brains
differed structurally. In the most for
ward portion of the hypothalamus,
male and female rats differed in the
density of synaptic connections
among local neurons. Furthermore,
castration of males just after birth
would leave them with the female
brain pattern, and injection of testos
terone into females — likewise just
after birth — would give them the

masculine hormones. That this was
not a necessary arrangement was
shown by the sexual differentiation,
of birds, in which the opposite seems
or these reasons, investigators
to be true; the basic plan is male, and
the female course of development is
had, before 1973, already begun
to talk about a change in the brain bythe result of female hormones. But
the mammal story was becoming
male sex hormones around the time
clear: The genetic signal for mascu
of birth; to put it crudely, a masculini
linity, from Y chromosome, did its
zation of the brain. But the involve
work on a female structural plan,
ment of the brain was only specula
through masculine hormones.
tive until the report of Raisman and
It is only natural to doubt whether
Field, which then gave the phrase its
such generalizations are applicable
first genuine meaning.
to that most puzzling of all mammals,
That, as it now appears, was only
the one that does research on its own
the beginning of the story. A few
nature. My own doubts in the matter
years later, Dominique Toran-Allerand
— formidable at the time —- were
did a tissue-culture experiment —
largely dispelled by the investiga
tions of Anke Ehrhardt and her col
leagues, first at the Johns Hopkins
School of Medicine, later at the Col
umbia College of Physicians and Sur
geons. Ehrhardt has spent years
studying the condition and clinical
treatment of certain unfortunate “ ex
periments in nature” — anomalies of
sexual and psychosexual develop
with brain slices in petri dishes — in
ment. In one such set of anomalies,
which she watched the process in
known as the adrenogenital syn
action. She made thin slices of the
drome, a genetic defect produces
hypothalamus of newborn mice — of
abnormally large quantities of the sex
both sexes — and kept them alive
steroid testosterone. For girls with
long enough to treat them with
the syndrome, masculine levels of
gonadal steroid hormones, including
the hormone are floating around in
testosterone. Her brief paper, pub
the blood throughout gestation, until ’
lished in Brain Research, shows the
the time of birth. Shortly after birth
stunning results in photomicrographs.
the condition can be corrected, so
The cells in the slices treated with
that it is presumably only in the pre
testosterone show more and faster
natal period that the hormone can
growing neural processes than with
have its effects.
the testosterone-free solution. In
At age 10 these girls are psycho
effect, she was able to watch as
logically different from their sisters
testosterone changed the newborn
and from unrelated controls. They are
brain. Her work did not imply that the
described by themselves and by their
faster, more florid growth made the
mothers as doing less doll play, being
testosterone-treated hypothalamus
more “ tomboyish,” and expressing
better — only different.
less desire to marry and have children
For these and a variety of other
when they grow up. Whatever value
reasons, the community of scientists
judgment we choose to place on
working in this field concluded that
these phenomena — I am inclined,
the basic plan of the mammalian
for the moment, to place none — they
seem to be real. They have been re
organism is female and stays that
peated by different investigators with
way unless told to be otherwise by
high male level but something rough
ly in between.

F

Men are more violent than w om en, and
w om en are more nurturant, at least toward
infants and children, than men.

male pattern.
To say that this study by Geoffrey
Raisman and Pauline Field “ rocked
the neuroscience community” seems
an extreme statement, yet I believe it
to be accurate. There are several
reasons. For one thing, it was the first
demonstration that the brains of the
sexes differ, in any animal. For
another, the difference was in a
region where it should have been — a
region
concerned with the brain’s
ne could conceivably leave
regulation of the very gonadal hor
the picture here, stress the
mones we have been looking at. But
similarity between the sexes most
in
impressive of all, to those who
neurobehavioral plan, and suggest
knew the field, was the demonstra
that evolution made a single beast
tion that sex hormones, circulating at
with a single twist: an infusion of
birth, could change the brain. One of
different hormones, coming from the
the most interesting experiments of
gonads, just at the moment of repro
the kind produced “ pseudo-herma
ductive maturity, just when we would
phrodite” monkeys by administering
expect the genders to begin to be
male gonadal hormones to female
really different.
fetuses before birth. As they grew,
these females showed neither the
The difficulty with this neat picture
characteristic low female level of
is that we have overwhelming evi
aggressive play nor the characteristic
dence that the sexes differ in their

O
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different samples and even with d if
ferent syndromes that amount, hor
monally, to much the same thing.
Taken together with the increasing
animal evidence, these findings
suggested to Ehrhardt and her
colleagues — and to many others as
well — that humans too could
experience psychosexual differentia
tion, affecting both behavior and the
brain, as a result of masculinizing
hormones acting near or before birth.

testosterone almost completely, they
have normal levels of testosterone it
self. Evidently these two hormones
are respectively responsible for the
promotion of male external sex char
acteristics at birth and at puberty.
The lack of “ dihydro” makes for a
female-looking newborn and pre
pubertal child. The presence of
testosterone makes for a more or less
normal masculine puberty.
But for present purposes, the most
extraordinary thing about these
people is that they become men of
his possibility received stun
their culture in every sense of the
ning confirmation in a series of
word. After 12 or more years of rearing
discoveries made by endocrinologistas girls, they are able to completely
Julianne Imperato-McGinley of the
transform themselves into almost
New York Hospital-Cornell Medical
typical examples of the masculine
Center. These had to do principally
gender — with family, sexual, voca
with the analysis of a new syndrome
tional, and avocational roles. Of the
of abnormal sexual differentiation
18 subjects for which data were avail
that defied all previous rules. It was
able, 17 made this transformation
confined to three intermarrying rural
completely, the other retaining a
villages in the southwestern Domini
female role and gender identity. The
can Republic and, over a period of
17 did not make the transformation
four generations, afflicted 38 known
with ease. Imperato-McGinley reports
individuals from 23 interrelated
that it cost some of them years of
families. It is clearly genetic but has
confusion and psychological an
arisen only recently due to mutation
guish. But they made it, without
and intermarriage.
special training or therapeutic inter
Nineteen of the subjects appeared
vention. Imperato-McGinley and her
at birth to be unambiguously female
colleagues reason that the testoster
and were viewed and reared that way.
one circulating during the course of
At puberty they first failed to develop
growth in these men has a masculin
breasts and then underwent a com
izing effect of their brains.
pletely masculine pubertal transfor
What are we to make of these
mation, including growth of a phallus,
extraordinary facts? For the immed
descent of the testes, deepening of
iate future, at least as far as I am con
the voice, and the development of a
cerned, nothing. It is simply too soon.
muscular
masculine
physique.
Given present knowledge, for in
Physically and psychologically they
stance, it is not beyond the realm of
became men.
possibility that the observed differ
The physiological analysis under
ences between the brains of the two
taken by Imperato-McGinley and her
genders serve only physiological
colleagues revealed that these indi
functions. The brains must be dif
viduals are genetically male — they
ferent to exert different control over
have one X and one Y chromosome —
different reproductive systems, having
but lack a single enzyme of male sexnothing at all to do with behavioral
hormone synthesis, due to a defective
subtleties. Bqt I think this unlikely. If
gene. The enzyme, 5-alpha-reductase,
not now, then in the very near future,
changes testosterone into another
it will be extremely d ifficult for an in
male sex hormone, dihydrotestoster
formed, objective observer to discard
one. Although they lack dihydro
the hypothesis that the genders differ

T
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in their degree of violent behavior for
reasons that are in part physiological.
If the community of scientists
whose work and knowledge are rele
vant should come to agreement on
this point, then it seems to me that
one policy implication is plausible:
Serious disarmament may ultimately
necessitate an increase of women in
government. Some women are as
violent as almost any man. But speak
ing of averages there is little doubt
that we would all be safer if the
world’s weapon systems were con
trolled by average women instead of

by average men.
I think it appropriate to end where
we began, contemplating the women
who have helped unearth these facts.
Visualize them in their offices and
laboratories, trying to sort out what it
all means; how do they handle the
dissonance their findings must
engender? I suspect that they do it by
making a reconciliation — not a com
promise — but a-complex difficult
reconciliation between the idea of
human difference and the ideal of
human equality. It is one that we
must all make soon.
■

The Responses

Ursula K. Le Guin
n Dr. Konner’s informative, inter

I

esting and responsible article
there’s one point that worries me a
bit. At the beginning and end of the
piece he speaks of the difficult intel
lectual reconciliation and the “ for
midable .. . balancing act” required
of woman scientists who favor equal
rights for women and men and whose

research indicates irreducible bio
logical-level differences between
women and men.
Why, I wonder, did Dr. Konner
choose to speak only of woman scien
tists? Given the tremendous m'aledominant hierarchy of the scientific
establishment, there may not be a
whole lot of male scientists whose in
terest in equal rights is intense
enough to make them aware of such
problems, but to imply, by speaking
only of women, that there are no
such men, is unfair, surely. And

worse: misleading: for the impression
is that the problem concerns women
only, and is no concern of men.
This said, I have to admit that I
don’t think it’s much of a problem for
either men or women.
Sexual oppression, Dr. Konner
says, has been “ bulwarked and bastioned by theories of ‘natural’ gender
differences.” This, God knows, is

have noticed differences between
women and men. Awareness of the
fact that men generally have a penis
and women a vagina isn’t going to
hinder the cause of social justice; ig
norance of the fact might set us back
a good bit. As for the subtler distinc
tions of physiology and behavior dis
cussed in Dr. Konner’s article, offered
as testable or verifiable observations
and hypotheses, they are very inter
esting and possibly useful. They do
not in any way justify injustice. Injus
tice is not justified by facts: only by
power, fear, and the lie.

Usually high prolactin in men is cor
related with low testosterone. Prolac
tin in women stimulates milk produc
tion following childbirth. It is, there
fore, remarkable that the sow bear
with cubs is one of the most aggres
sive and ferocious of animals. Thus,

Nurturance is an
even more
It was not only
nebulous and
the great
indefinable quality
egalitarians of the
than aggression.
Elaine Spencer
Left and of
Is the female turtle
feminism, but the
any animals have very stereo
who buries her
scientists, too,
typed sexual behavior re
eggs and leaves
sponses to specific sexual stimuli.
who have taught
The effects of hormones on the re
them to the sun to
sponses of these animals is relatively
and shown that to easy
to study. The human animal is
hatch less
so simple.
be different is not notThenearlyextent
to which biological
nurturant than the
function determines social function
to be inferior, not
is a totally unsolved problem in
female hamster
human society. The mechanism by
to be superior, but which
the physiological and psycho
who nurses, but
logical manifestations of sex are or
to be different.
chestrated and carried out in simpler
sometimes eats
organisms is the only question ele
mentary enough to be investigated at
her young?
true. But it doesn’t mean that an op
present.

M

ponent of sexual oppression has to
want to deny that there are gender dif
ferences. There’s a difference be
tween a fact and a damn fool theory
that distorts the fact; to despise the
theory isn’t to fear the fact. It was not
only the great egalitarians of the Left
and of feminism, but the scientists,
too, who have taught and shown that
to be different is not to be inferior, not
to be superior, but to be different. And
that difference is the engine of evolu
tion and the most enterprising device
of sex, as well as the essence of in
dividuality.
Quite unaided by scientists, people

Reproductive behavior does have a
psychological component. The origin
of that component must be in the
chemistry of the hypothalamus, for,
acting as a gland, it secretes the stim
ulating hormones that trigger sexual
development and function. The hypo
thalamus is also the seat of the
emotions.
It is true that in animal studies
testosterone has been shown to pro
duce aggressive behavior. There are
also studies showing that men who
complain of weakened interest in sex
or of impotence tend to have high
blood prolactin concentrations.

in this case, a co-existence is shown
between aggression and nurturance,
stimulated by a hormone that de
creases the hormone stimulation of
aggression in the male. Many such
paradoxical occurrences are found in
animals. How much more complex is
the physiology and psychology of
man!
Nurturance is an even more nebu
lous and indefinable quality than ag
gression. Is the female turtle who
buries her eggs and leaves them to
the sun to hatch less nurturant than
the female hamster who nurses, but

sometimes eats her young? How
about the male penguin who all
through the Antarctic winter night
cradles his precious eggs on his feet
while his mate restores her depleted
body protein before taking her turn?
Pigeons of both sexes secrete milk to
feed their nestlings. The male gorilla
runs an establishment similar to that
of a sea lion bull while some apes are
as monogamous as the whooping
crane. The female Belding’s ground
squirrel participates in a social order
from which all males are excluded.
Feminine cooperation stretches the
average life of the female ground
squirrel to 13 years, while males live
an average of two years.
If humans must learn about their
own normal sexual behavior pattern
from animals, they will certainly re
ceive mixed signals. Every possible
variation occurs above the most prim
itive of animals.

David Kabat

H

istory has demonstrated that

we must be wary when anthro
pologists strive to interpret science
to the lay public in an emphatic
manner. Such an approach formerly
gave us the myths of the superior
“ white” and of the “ great Aryan super
race.”
Consider just a few of the sexist
errors in Konner’s article: (1) Konner
implies that only female scientists
have made important contributions to
this field. Totally false. (2) He asserts
strongly and repeatedly that these
female scientists were forced to
reach their conclusions against their
innate female-oriented wishes or
prejudices. He has no evidence for
this whatsoever, thereby maligning
the humanity and objectivity of these
scientists who happen to be women.
(3) Konner asserts that Margaret
Mead is the originator of the field in
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which these female scientists work
and that they follow her footsteps.
This is as wrong and demeaning as
would be the suggestion that all
black scientists walk in the footsteps
of George Washington Carver. (4)
Konner implies that because a select
subset of female scientists agree
with him, we should conclude that
the evidence is very strong and that
we should be convinced. Actually,
there is no unanimity in this field and
one could just as easily list brilliant
female scientists who disagree with

We do k n o w that a
lo vin g consistent
e n viro n m e n t
especially in
c h ild h o o d can
am eliorate
aggressive
tendencies in
all h u m an s.
Konnor. In fact, an equal number of
fallacies and misconceptions char
acterize Konner’s interpretation of
scientific issues.
But what about the real subject of
concern to us all — the question of
innate sexual differences in aggres
siveness and in brain function? This
is a difficult subject about which we
know very little. Current evidence
suggests that the Y-chromosome of
males has a major, controlling effect
on differentiation of the two sexes.
Furthermore, this Y-chromosome in
fluence affects virtually every tissue
of the body. Some of these “ sec
ondary sexual charactistics” are
obvious, whereas others are more
subtle and can only be detected by

analyzing the molecular constituents
of the cells. We already know that
these differences occur in the brain
as well as in other tissues. But we do
not really have the foggiest idea what
these differences might contribute to
complex behaviors such as “ aggres
siveness” and “ egoism.”
However, we do know that a loving
consistent environment especially in
childhood can ameliorate aggressive
tendencies in all humans. Conse
quently, it seems rational and
humane to try to ensure that all child
ren have access to such nurturing
love. The alternative approach sug
gested by Konner has had a history of
failure: to regulate human opportunity
based on alleged innate differences
between different people. Let us not
once again follow such a dismal path.

Johanna Brenner
w ith

Janice Haaken

The Writers
Melvin Konner is Chairman of the Department of Anthropology at Emory Uni
versity. His specialty is biological anthropology.
Ursula K. LeGuin is a Portland writer of science fiction, fantasy and poetry. Her
many award-winning works, which include The Left Hand of Darkness, Malafrena
and The Dispossessed, make her pre-eminent in her field.
Elaine Spencer is Associate Professor of Chemistry at Portland State University.
David Kabat is Professor of Biochemistry at the Oregon Health Sciences
University. His recent research is in the role of steroid hormones in control of
breast cancer.
Johanna Brenner and Janice Haaken are, respectively, Associate Professors of
Sociology/Women’s Studies and Psychology at Portland State University.
Maureen McGuire is Director of the Oregon Program for Sexual Health at the
Oregon Health Sciences University.
Katherine Dunn is a Portland writer whose novels, Attic and Truck are available
from Avon and Bantam. Her column (with Peter Fritsch) on boxing appears regu
larly in Willamette Week.

iding behind the skirts of sev
eral women scientists and
waving an invitation to the corridors
of power, Konner appears to make us
an offer we can’t refuse: admit that
often than boy children did.
men are naturally more aggressive
In our society, the behaviors ex
than women and we will let the
pected of each sex are highly dicho
women rule the world. Surely, those
tomized. But Konner’s contention
of us women who continue to be
that some differences are universal
skeptical about claims of “ natural”
— that men are always more violent
differences between the sexes in per
and aggressive than women — is not
sonality attributes or intellectual cap
as firmly supported by evidence as he
acities (“ right brain/left brain” Is the
implies. Many anthropologists con
latest form of that one) are terrible
tinue to argue that in at least some
ingrates. However, we must refuse
human groups war and violence are
Konner’s invitation to jump on
not prevalent in social life — the
Mother Nature’s bandwagon.
African Mbuti and the MontagnaisIn our culture, where adult male
Naskapi of Labrador, for example —
and female roles differ markedly in
and that in these groups neither men
the degree of expected aggression
or women are particularly aggressive.
and dependencies, socialization into
On the other hand, in some social

H

contexts, women can be every bit as
aggressive as the men of their group.
The Iroquois women took a major part
in the torture of war captives. While
not trained as warriors in most
societies, women are capable of very
aggressive behavior when defending
their children.
Clearly, our biological natures
create both needs and potentials.
Hunger is a physiological state, as is
sexual arousal, fear, anger, etc. But

sex-typed behavior begins with the
baby’s first cry. Moss’s study of
mother-infant interaction, for exam
ple, found that mothers handle their
boy and girl infants differently even at
three weeks old. Goldberg found that
mothers touch, talk to, and hold their
infant girls more than their infant
boys. By thirteen months, girl children
had learned to reciprocate their
mothers’ attention: they talked to and
touched their mothers more often

how we go about meeting those
needs — how we sate our hunger,
direct our anger, or satisfy a sexual
urge — has shown a wonderfully
varied range as we look at human
societies cross-culturally and histori
cally. Indeed, what is special about
human nature is that the limits of
what we do, what we need, and what
we demand of our world do change as
we change our social relationships to
each other and to the natural environ
ment.
The evidence seems to indicate not
that men and women are doomed to
separate emotional existences, but
just the opposite; that all human
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beings have shared potentials that
may or may not be developed by the
social context in which they grow up
and live. The problem with Konner’s
point of view is that if focuses on
differences between men and women
which are minor, compared to both
men’s and women’s capacities for
nurturance and aggression.
Konner’s view, while apparently
pro-woman, is not a liberating one.
Our supposed natural propensity for
emotionality and nurturance is much

Our supposed
natural propensity
for emotionality and
nurturance is much
more likely to be
used to deny women
a place in public life
than to hand over to
u s the reigns of
power.
more likely to be used to deny women
a place in public life than to hand over
to us the reigns of power. But more
destructively, Konner’s view assumes
that aggression, including its expres
sion in economic, political, or military
conflict, is the result of individual
characteristics of the people in
power. He does not see that aggres
sive and destructive behavior is often
built-in to social positions, required
by anyone, male or female, who holds
them.
Would a woman president of
Georgia Pacific, for example, be less
constrained than its previous chief
executives to put company profit
ability ahead of natural preservation?

Is Margaret Thatcher, wife and
mother, some kind of genetic anoma
ly? Is Indira Ghandi, who regularly
ja ils her p o litic a l opponents,
“ masculinized” hormonally?
The solution to our problem may
not lie in putting the average woman
into government because we are
more gentle, but in encouraging
women to be far more aggressive in
fighting for the fundamental changes
necessary to create a more just and
humane world.

Maureen McGuire
have no argument that sex hor

I

mones affect the developing brain
pathways of the human fetus. My
concern is that Konner implies that
this affects many things although he
never commits to what those many
things are.
His argument smacks of socio
biology which would like to explain
the inequities between men and
women in our society and others on
the basis of biology. Men are more
aggressive, more powerful, because
of their range in testosterone, while
women are more nurturant and there
fore should stay home and take care
of men and babies. The problem with
sociobiology is not that there are no
biological or hormonal differences
between men and women, but that
these differences are not sufficient in
explain the status of men and women
across cultures. Margaret Mead said
once, quite aptly, that in all the cul
tures she studies, the tasks that were
assigned to women were considered
less important. I recall specifically
her example, which was that she
actually found a society in which men
sat in the corner of their little houses
and carved wooden dolls while
women farmed, gathered and pro
vided sustenance, as well as doing
the building. In that society, too,

men’s jobs were considered more im
portant. Men were more powerful.
This example had little to do with the
range in testosterone. However, it has.
a lot to do with the lack of power
women have across cultures.
Until recently in our country, it had
been suggested that a physician
should be a male because of the kind
of work, the trauma in being exposed
to death and involved with blood . . .
and in the fact, “ that patients wanted
father figures not mother figures
when ill.” There are some who may
still say this. When I visited Russia, I
was thrilled to find that the majority
of physicians were women. That is,
until I found that in Russian society,
doctors, unlike in our society, don’t
have high status or high salaries,
scientists do. Therefore, in Russia,
the attributes of the physician, nurtur
ing, healing, and so forth, are con
sidered feminine. Women can do it
and they are paid very poorly for it. I
guess from my point of view, econo
mics is a major detriment in the in
scription of many things to either
male or female.
We no longer live in a culture in
which men need to be big or stronger
or more aggressive to hunt and to
defend their homes and to ward off
sabre tooth tigers. No more are infants
totally dependent on their mother’s
milk. I think as a society we need to
relax stereotypes and work together.

nating between inherited and environ
mentally developed traits. The central
findings were that (A) verbal ability is
inherited, and (B) attitudes toward
authority are linked directly to verbal
ability in inverse relation. Thus, the
higher the measurable verbal ability,
the more negative (and resistant) the
attitude toward authority. If, as “ She
and He” states, “ There is good evi
dence for superiority in girls and
women in verbal ability . . . ” we may

How many m o m s
would take their
favorite child to the
top of a mountain
and slit its throat
ju st because God
told them to? We
don’t consider
them heroic figures
like Abraham with
Isaac. We consider
them totally batso.

then speculate that females as a
whole have less respect for authority
than males. How many moms would
take their favorite child to the top of a
mountain and slit its throat just be
cause God told them to? A few, cer
tainly, but we don’t consider them
yself, I was brought up on
heroic figures like Abraham with
Isaac. We consider them totally
Kipling . . . “ The Female of
batso. Job was definitely not a
the Species is more Deadly than the
female.
Male.” . . . and my mother’s stern
I have a hunch that, on specific
command that, regardless of provo
levels, women are every bit as fierce
cation, I must never kick my brothers
as men. Men are abstractly and gen
in their nut-sacks.
erally fierce just as they are abstractly
Konner’s gushy little montage re
and generally honorable. Ideas (insert
minded me of a recent study of
Authorities) govern males to a
adopted children aimed at discrimi
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remarkable degree. Certainly their
aggressiveness is a trait necessary to
the survival of the whole species if
also dangerous to the whole species.
Women on the other hand, are
ruthless, dirty fighters, unaffected by
rules of sportsmanship. But, women’s
violence is triggered by a more
limited set of stimuli, the “ Family
Unit” is their turf. As long as my
children, my mate, my home, my own
flesh are safe, then all the rest can go
up in smoke. This nurturing stuff is
bursting with potential for violence. If
we don’t use it much it may be be
cause we’ve arranged for males to
handle most of our defense for us.
When they turn on us it’s like a
missile exploding in its own silo.
There are South American villages
in which boxing is the primary sport
as well as cheap substitute for small
claims court and civil suits. The
women box from infancy as do the
men. Both sexes rely on this violent

institution to settle their differences.
But — and I approve of this segrega
tion on psychological grounds —
women box only with other women
and men with men.
As a boxing fan, it is with some
chagrin that I must admit to having
seen only one female bout. For un
designated reasons, there are only
about a hundred female boxers in all
weight classes in the U.S.A. They
must have a hard time finding bouts,
or even sparring partners. So that
leaves me plenty of room for fantasy.
My female champ would be radar
eyed, disruptive and flexible in her
rhythms, and so slippery that she’d
never get hit squarely. My concept of
the ideal boxing style for a female is
modeled on guileful, evasive, counter
punching techniques.
So it was with great embarrassment
that I learned the general opinion of
America’s lady fighters. My friend
Dorothy M., an excellent cook and

jolly drinker who happens to have
been a fight manager for years,
sneers at the ladies.
“ They cry and whine when they get
hit. Oh, they’ll go out and move
around nice, and pose. They look
good until they catch one and then
the blubbering starts. They fold up.
It’s pathetic.”
This came as a shock because in
the past three years alone I’ve seen
half a dozen cat fights on dance
floors, a case of attempted mutual
murder under the grandstands at the
Sidewinders motorcycle track, a slim,
satin-garbed lovely who cold-cocked
a bar maid with a full bottle of Heine
ken Light, and a middle-aged heavy
weight heedlessly snagging her sup
hose outside the White Eagle as she
dragged her featherweight opponent
across a rain black sidewalk for
greater convenience in banging her
head against the curb. While I’ll grant
that they all lacked sadly in skill and

experience I insist that there was no
dearth of fighting spirit in any of
these females. “ Yeah,” says Dorothy
M., “ But I bet they were all fighting
over men.”
“ Naturally,” says I, “ What of it?”
“ Men will fight over a beer or a
peanut or because a bell rings,” says
Dorothy M.
But somehow I doubt that we’ve
heard the last word on these sex dif
ference studies. Before we women
get too smug about our angelic
gentleness and too sanctimonious
about the violent and aggressive
nature of males; before the fellas beg
us compassionate, nurturing females
to take over the entire control of the
planet’s military matters for the good
of the race (as they’re certain to do,
the darlings), we might as well go on
poking and probing for a while.
■
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U U rom the start, by which I mean
from the night of the fistfight, nobody
thought there was any mystery to the
whole chain of events. Everybody
knew it was young Royal Cullen who
killed the racehorse, even if nobody
saw him do it, and that’s why the jury
convicted him. They sent him up for
killing the horse, which was a crime
he wasn’t even charged with, and not
for killing young Blaine Harrison,
which he did do but which was an act
of self-defense as clear as the blue
Oregon sky. And if that damn fool law
yer Tobb had even the good sense
God gave goats, he would have asked
for a change of venue and Royal
Cullen wouldn’t be inside the wall at
Salem right now doing a year for man
slaughter. But that’s where he is
when the plain truth is he shouldn’t
be in the pen at all.
I just found that out — that there
actually was a mystery, I mean —
because Cookie Vernon broke his arm
trying to steal a pig, if you can picture
that. He just climbed a fence and tried
to tie a rope around the neck of one of
Jeb Reiser’s fat hogs, except did you
ever see a pig with an actual neck you
could tie a rope around? I never did,
and to this day it never occurred to
me that a pig even has a neck, except
maybe in an anatomical sense, but
nobody ever claimed any of those Ver
nons is what you’d call brainy, espe
cially not little Cookie who can’t be
more than ten years old.
It was Cookie Vernon’s sister Melva
who started the whole chain of
events, though I’d be the last one to
say the fistfig h t was Melva Vernon’s
fault for a moral fact, because you tell
me when a girl that age can be held
responsible for the pure and simple
biological phenomenon of being a
female. You know how it is, how a girl
grows more in a certain six months
than a man does in any six years or
even sixty and how when those six
months are over she’s learned more
than she ever needs to know about
certain advantages she has from then
on from the pure and simple biologi
cal fact of being a girl that age.
Sixteen, seventeen, something in
there, too young anyway for two
grown twenty-some-year-olds to be
fighting over, and one of them a vet
eran of the U.S. Marine Corps. That
was Blaine Harrison, who punched
out young Royal Cullen on a Saturday
night outside the Pastime. Harrison
dropkicked him some too before they
stopped the fight, or so I heard, but
Royal Cullen got out of it with nothing
seriously broken so that didn’t make
it anything I could stick my nose in
very far.
Because, see, I’m a sheriff’s deputy
for Umatilla County. Name of Webb
Malone. They’ll tell you up in Meeker
Valley that I’m about of an age to re
tire, which is truer than 1care to think
about, and they’ll probably tell you I’m
your basic easy-going Santa Clausey
kind of lawman except you might
want to think twice before you arm
wrestle me. And I suppose that’s true,
too.
Anyway, Royal Cullen came out of
the fistfight with a purple eye and a
good piece of skin scraped from his
cheek, but he didn’t suffer anything
bad enough to see Doc Henry about.
And he was bragging about a re
match, which was dumb because he
gave away four inches and twenty
pounds to Blaine Harrison, who was
an ex-Marine to boot. But the really
dumb thing about it all was that
neither one of them cared a damn
about the girl. She was just an ex
cuse. Melva Vernon showed up at the
Pastime, they told me, in a silk
almost-blouse and a pair of bluejeans
you couldn't know for sure if she
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climbed into or just had tattooed on,
and she switched that body of hers
around, that certain age biological
phenomenon I spoke of, and it was
like neither Blaine Harrison nor Royal
Cullen had ever noticed her before. In
fact they probably hadn’t, the Ver
nons being a family no one cares to
notice if they have a choice, but that
night they saw her all right, and one
beer led to another and one insult led
to another and finally everything led
out to the parking lot where Blaine
Harrison put out Royal Cullen’s lights
without too much visible trouble. Like
they say, the Marine Corps builds
men.
And it left me puzzling what kind of
a rematch Royal Cullen had in mind,
whether it was pride talking or just
dumbness from being good and mad.
Because what he told me was, “ You
stay out of it, Malone. This is a private
fight. This is family.”
Family’s what it was really about. It
wasn’t about Melva Vernon, bluejeans
or not, but about that damn thorough
bred black race pony of the Harrisons.
They not only bragged about how they
paid in the six figures for it, but they
went and re-named it Big Isaac after
the most famous historical man in
this part of the county.
I’ll tell you how it is. I was military
police when I got called back for
Korea and when that mess ended I
got my discharge and took myself as
far away as I could, which was Uma
tilla County, and I’ve been deputy up
here in Meeker Valley for twenty-five
years now. But a quarter of a century
doesn’t make me settled-in-Oregon,
not to the old families. Because
they’ll still tell you how in the 1850s
John Carter Harrison showed up here
with his wife and kid, the only settler
in thirty miles, and how he claimed
the land and started a cattle herd. And
they’ll tell you how whatever spunk or
craziness it was that drove John
Carter Harrison all the way out here in
the fir s t place was deposite d
undiminished in his son Isaac, and
that it was Big Isaac Harrison who ac
tually built Meeker Valley, who made
peace with the Indians and dug the ir
rigation ditch and figured a trail for
the cattle. They had a slogan then,
“ Big Isaac’ll do it,” which you’ll still
hear once in a while up here, more
than likely from someone who
doesn’t have the sloppiest idea what
it means. It’s legend, pure and simple.
See what I’m getting at? That fis t
fight went way back. Because the
Cullens came out here in the 1800s,
too. They were twins — Regal and
Royal — as if it took two Cullens to
match up with one Big Isaac Harrison.
And it probably did, but two were
enough since one of their wives hap
pened to be first cousin to a U.S.
senator. And that was how through a
special act of Congress and without
lifting a hand except maybe to toast
the senator with a snifter of brandy,
the Cullens arrived here fully en
dowed with title to half of Meeker
Valley. All properly legal.
And that’s what it means to be
settled-in-Oregon, not just to know
that ancient history but to believe in
it, too, and to believe as a simple fact
of life that since Big Isaac Harrison
couldn’t do diddly about losing half
his claim to the Cullens it was proper
for him in a fit of that Old Testament
robber baron rage to curse the
Cullens in perpetuity and saddle
Meeker Valley with a family feud
that’s gone on for four generations
now.
Me, I’ve only been here since Korea
but I’ll tell you what I think. I think
there was plenty of land for the Harri
sons and Cullens both, and history
has proved that for a mortal fact be

cause both families have money now,
and I mean big money. First-namethe-governor and find-m e-a-taxshelter money. So what are they still
feuding about? It’s not like Royal
Cullen and Blaine Harrison were hired
hands blowing o ff steam on a Satur
day night. They’d gone to Harvard and
Yale, one each, though I can’t re
member which went where. If there’s
a difference.
So you see, it wasn’t Melva Vernon
they were fighting over*. No way. It
would never have been her because of
where the Vernons stand in Meeker
Valley. Little Cookie Vernon, for ex
ample, the would-be pig thief sitting
next to me holding his arm while I

Little Cookie
Vernon, the wouldbe pig thief, had a
narrow nose and
for that matter a
whole pinched-in
narrow face that
would never know
the use of a
handkerchief as
long as his
shirtsleeves had
cuffs, but it was
his eyes, those
little washed-out
too-close-together
grey puddles, that
marked him a
Vernon.
drove him to Doc Henry’s, had a nar
row nose and for that matter a whole
pinched-in narrow face that would
never know the use of a handkerchief
as long as his shirtsleeves had cuffs,
but it was his eyes, those little
washed-out too-close-together grey
puddles, that marked him a Vernon.
The way I imagine it, some Vernon or
other once argued to the Harrisons
that he was squatting on Cullen land
and to the Cullens that he was squat
ting on Harrison land and they both
left him be in exchange for a promise
of future work which, being a Vernon,
he never quite got around to doing.
And that’s how it is to this day.
North of town we’ve got the Harrison
ranch that goes on for miles in one
direction and the Cullen ranch that
goes on for miles in the other direc
tion and squeezed between the two
next to the highway is the Vernon
place. The Vernons might have been
farmers once, but for as long as I re
member all they’ve been growing is a
crop of bathtubs and bedsprings and
rusty car bodies out front, not to men
tion whatever falls off trucks on the
highway in the vicinity and is worth
hauling to the Vernon shack providing
they got a pickup in proper running
order at the time.
So you see, it couldn’t have been
the Vernon girl the boys fought over.
It had to be thoroughbred. The Harri
sons had started fooling with race
horses, which was a new hobby for
them or anyone else in Meeker Valley,
and that left them vulnerable to the

gossip that naturally developed over
what people took to be the Harrisons
going la-di-dah and putting on highsociety airs. Because it was an expen
sive hobby. They brought in that black
pony, which they named Big Isaac in
honor of their illustrious ancestor, at
a buying price in the six figures, and it
was one hell of a looking animal, I’ll
tell you that. It was black and shiny
and streamlined down with some
thing hot and special in its eye you’ll
never see in any stock horse. So final
ly that’s what young Royal Cullen and
Blaine Harrison got into it over. It was
Yale and Harvard and it was Saturday
night and it was beer and it was Melva
Vernon and her tattooed bluejeans,
okay, but at rock bottom it was the
damn horse and the Harrison lineage.
So when Royal Cullen insulted Big
Isaac on Saturday night at the Pas
time everybody knew it wasn’t actu
ally the horse he was sneering at but
Blaine Harrison's famous legendary
great-grandfather and every Harrison
from him on down. So with beer and
hot tempers the argument just had to
move out into the parking lot where
Royal Cullen picked up a black eye
and a cut cheek and various other hurt
spots from a veteran of not just Har
vard or Yale but the U.S. Marine
Corps, too.
And said he wanted a rematch but
told me to stay out of it by telling me,
“ This is family, Malone.”
Except three days later Royal
Cullen killed the horse for revenge
and that put me into it.
We’d had heavy rains and if there
were tire tracks or tractor treads or
even hoofprints there were no helpful
ones I. could find, especially after
every Harrison on the place had rode
or walked or drove out to have a look.
By the time they were through churn
ing up the stable area the Boy Scouts
and the crime lab and the FBI put to
gether couldn’t have read any tracks
out of that place. Except the Harri
sons didn’t care about tracks since
they knew it was Royal Cullen who
killed Big Isaac for revenge, but as I
tried to tell them it helps to have
some kind of evidence if you figure to
prosecute. And we didn’t have any,
starting with no tire tracks except for
a churned-up mess of too many, none
helpful.
Because all they found that morn
ing was the horse’s head. The body
had been hauled away.
They put the story on page one
down at Pendleton and wrote about
UFO’s and “ ritual slaughter,” which
missed the point entirely because
that black horse had been worth a lot
of money. Which wasn’t a point my
boss, the sheriff, missed. Not by a
long shot. I’d had to go into Pendleton
because the sheriff as
usual was doing his best
to pre
te n d
th a t
such a
place as
M eeker
Valley didn’t
exist. Every
year at bud
get time the
sheriff asked
th e
c o u n ty
board to elim i
nate my deputy
job and every year
he got rebuffed be
cause the
county
b o a rd
like most
p o litic ia n s
maybe couldn’t
read too well but
knew how to count
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okay. Votes, I mean. I never took the
sheriff personally — he would have
hated any deputy at Meeker Valley
and I just happened to have the job.
“ Let me get this straight,” the sher
iff said.
“ You’ve got it straight,” I told him,
because we’d already been over it.
“ I’m a simple man, Malone,” he
said. “ Maybe I don’t have it straight.
Maybe I need to hear it again. On Sat
urday night you have a fight up there
in a public place between two of what
passes for your aristocracy. The Har
rison kid beats up the Cullen kid —”
“ They’re not exactly kids,” I said.
and stomps him a little when
he’s down. That makes it an assault
case for which you have witnesses.”
“ Cullen did n ’t want to press
charges.”
“ So you said. He just told you he
wanted revenge.”
“ Not in so many words,” I said.
“ Right. Not in so many words. And
the next thing that happens is the
Harrison horse is killed. Except it’s
not just any old farm horse. It’s a giltedged triple-pedigreed racehorse
worth in the six figures.”
“ They say.”
“ They say. And probably have a bill
of sale that says so, too. Any doubts
about who killed that horse, Malone?”
“ Not enough to lose sleep over.”
“ Good. I’d hate for you to lose any
sleep at your age. Now let’s look at
this. We’ve got the motive and the op
portunity and we know who the perpe
trator is. So it seems to me there’s
only two things we can do — either
we turn the case over to the SPCA or
we do what the taxpayers pay us to
do, which is to get some evidence
against the Cullen kid we can take to
court.”
“ Or the Harrisons can bring a civil
action,” I said, “ in which case they
can hire their own investigators. But
I’ll make you a promise, sheriff. If they
come up with anything I overlooked,
I’ll take off my hat and put salt and
pepper on it so you can have the plea
sure of watching me chew it up and
eat it. You name where and when.”
That comment tended to end the
conversation. Except the sheriff
leaned across his desk and asked,
“ What was it like? I mean just the
head?”
“ It was nothing you’d go out of your
way to keep in mind a long tim e,” I
said.
Which was true. A horse’s head
looks bigger on the ground than it
does when it’s standing up looking at
you attached to the rest of the animal,
which in this case had plain disap
peared. The head of Big Isaac looked
gruesome and it looked forlorn, too,
and when you consider the kind of
sleek hot-eyed animal it had been
when it was alive, you can understand
why Blaine Harrison wanted revenge
against Royal Cullen.
Which was why Royal Cullen start
ed carrying a gun. “ Don’t lecture me,
Malone!” he said. “ I fought the guy
once and he about killed me — and
compared to now he wasn’t even mad
then!”
“ That doesn’t give you the right to
carry a gun,” I said.

Cullen raised his arms and spun
around. “ You see a gun?”
“ Because I’ll run you in for it,” I
said, which was an empty threat, and I
was just as empty when I told Blaine
Harrison to simmer down and back
off. So what it boiled down to was I
talked to both of them like a Dutch un
cle and did exactly as much good as if
I hadn’t talked to either one in the first
place.
The sheriff said later, “ So he was
carrying a gun all along.”
“ More than likely,” I said.
“ And you didn’t see it.”
“ I didn’t frisk him,” I said. The gun
was a twenty-five-caliber automatic,
one of those little Spanish Beretta
jobs you can hide in the palm of your

The head of Big
Isaac looked
gruesome and it
looked forlorn, too,
and when you
consider the kind
of sleek hot-eyed
animal it had been
when it was alive,
you can under
stand why Blaine
Harrison wanted
revenge against
Royal Cullen.
hand or practically in your BVDs.
Cullen could have had it in his back
pocket or even in the top of his boot.
It just plain wasn’t the kind of sidearm
you’d look for a rancher to carry, not
even an Ivy League gentleman ranch
er, but he wasn’t planning any sharp
shooting with it. It was strictly a
short-range self-defense weapon.—
Because beneath his swagger
Royal Cullen was terrified of Blaine
Harrison. That came out at the trial
where, when the chips were down and
it came to a plea of self-defense,
Cullen wasn’t telling me or anybody
else to stay out of it anymore because
it was family. It was between him and
the high wall at Salem by then and he
was trying to get everybody into it
who he could get into it, except his
family should have brought some
body into it other than that damn fool
lawyer Tobb who didn’t ask for a
change of venue.
The Cullens brought Tobb out to
Pendleton from some big highpowered Portland firm, and the fact is
that Tobb put on a good defense. And
this time Royal Cullen had more to
show than a purple eye and a scraped
cheek. He had three busted ribs, a flat
nose, a couple of missing teeth, some
internal hemorrhaging, a concussion

and part of a shaved head where they
took stitches. Banged up like that he
made a good witness for himself and
nobody on the jury or off could have
doubted him.
It all came out at the trial. One, how
Blaine Harrison had beat him up once
already and the witnesses testified it
was obvious he could easy have done
it again since it was their opinion
Royal Cullen didn’t have a chance
against Harrison in a fair fight. Two,
how Blaine Harrison let it be known
he was coming after Cullen again be
cause Cullen had killed the horse Big
Isaac. There was no mystery about
that. And three, how he actually did
come after Cullen again and this time
with no spectators to break it up. He
came after him at night in a dark place
and the jury not only had Royal
Cullen’s word on it but Doc Henry’s
too, that Blaine Harrison could have
killed him.
Truly could have. On the stand
Cullen said he thought he was a
goner, that he’d been beat up before
but never like that. He said it was only
after he got kicked in the head and
knew he was already busted up inside
and Blaine Harrison gave no sign of
quitting that he knew it was then or
never so he pulled that little backpocket automatic which the jury knew
was no sharpshooting pistol but was
pure and simply protection against
the known and broadcast threat that
Blaine Harrison was going to come
after him.
And he hit Harrison in the aorta
with his first and only shot. Cullen
was straightforward about it. He’d
dragged himself over to Doc Henry's
and even banged up like he was, he’d
sent Doc Henry to look after Harrison
first thing, and he’d phoned me him
self from the doc’s so I was there
when Doc was patching him up. And I
got Cullen’s statement which was the
same then as he gave on the witness
stand.
And which described an act of self
defense as pure as a Blue Mountain
snowfall. They could have charged
Cullen with carrying a concealed wea
pon, which I argued for, but the sheriff
and the prosecutor smelled headlines
so they took a murder indictment to
the grand jury and got a true bill on it,
and that’s what they charged Cullen
with.
Which was dumb because Cullen
should have been acquitted easy,
especially when he made such a good
witness banged up like he was and
when Tobb put on such a good de
fense with no little mistakes at all ex
cept for one big one he couldn’t af
ford to make, and by that I mean not
asking for a change of venue.
Because the jury called it man
slaughter. Not for killing Blaine Har
rison, which they knew was self
defense, but because Royal Cullen
had killed the damn horse, which he
wasn’t even accused of.
See they take horses seriously in
ranch country, which was something
Tobb never quite figured out. Local
people couldn’t get it out of their
head, not just that Cullen killed the
animal, but the way he slaughtered it,
and the fact that it wasn’t just any
horse but was a six-figure thorough

bred. So the jury sent Royal Cullen
down to the joint. Not for murder,
which would have been too outrag
eous, but for manslaughter which
they knew he didn’t commit but would
get him a year in the pen, which was
just about what they figured he had
coming.
And that’s how the scales of Lady
Justice got balanced, no matter how
complicated the reasoning that got
them balanced, and like I said at the
start, nobody thought there was any
mystery to the whole chain of events.
Until little Cookie Vernon climbed
Jeb Reiser’s fence and broke his arm
coming in second-best wrestling a fat
hog which didn’t want a rope tied to it,
not even around its neck which it’s
debatable it even has. And Jeb Reiser
called me to come get the would-be
pig rustler, not wanting himself to get
any more involved with a Vernon than
necessary, not even a ten-year-old
one.
So I drove Cookie into town to Doc
Henry’s, him holding his arm and me
figuring, if I read those grey puddles
of his eyes properly, that he wasn’t
scared about riding in a county car ac
cused of pig-thievery as much as he
was scared about what his daddy was
going to do to him when he got home.
Not for trying to steal the hog but for
failing to make a success of the
venture.
“ Because he’s got a cravin’ for
ham,” Cookie said.
Oh, I can get people to talk if you
give me time enough. Like they say,
put a red suit on me and I could be a
regular Santa Claus. I’d never talked
much to Cookie Vernon before so the
ride into town was a good chance to
draw him out some. You never know
what you might learn by letting peo
ple talk.
Even k id s . Because C ookie
Vernon’s young enough so he doesn’t
have it quite straight in his head
about private property, which is
understandable considering the way
the rest of his family looks at things.
So he wasn't concerned about letting
it slip, after one thing, led to another
and we were talking up a storm, that it
wasn’t Royal Cullen after all, but it
was Cookie himself and his daddy
and an older brother who'd killed the
horse Big Isaac. He told me matter of
• factly how they’d gone out to the Har
risons one night in the pickup and cut
through the horse’s neck so it bled to
death and after they amputated the
head they meant to cut off the legs,
too, to fit in the pickup. But they were
worried they’d run out of time so they
let the legs go and chopped them off
at home.
And that stopped me cold. “ Young
button,” I said, “ as long as we’re get
ting along so fine here, would you
mind telling me just exactly why the
hell you all sneaked out there and
killed that poor racehorse and went to
all the trouble, which I’m sure was
sizeable, of hauling it home?”
He looked at me like I didn’t have
brain one and answered in that tone
of voice that said he didn’t have the
slightest idea why it was necessary to
actually explain anything so down
right simple. He said, “ For the meat,
■
Sheriff Webb. We was hungry.”

Three sizes of fruit cakes,
Three decorated cakes fo r the holidays.
Plus bread, buns and cakelets.

Look in your favorite store. If they
don’t have Milk Creek, ask them why not!
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1 6 0 8 3 SE McLoughlin Blvd
6 5 3 -7 8 0 2
Milwaukie
Across from Holly Farm Mall

Casual, intimate, and family dining in the comfort
of our bucket seats.
Enjoy fine steaks, seafood, omelettes and
sandwiches. Home-style cookin’ and lots of it at
pre-gas-shortage prices.
The Rolls Royce of Restaurants

SKIERS

This has got to be the classiest potata ever.
Treat yourself to one of Oregon’s
finest cross country ski playgrounds
just five trail miles from the
M t Jefferson wilderness area.
By day, ski the forested
trails. By night, soak in
hot mineral waters,
relax with other skiers by
the fireside in the old lodge,
sleep in cozy geothermally

The
HOT POTATA
Cafe

heated cabins and join us in our
hearty gourmet vegetarian meals.
$20 per person per day (includes
meals, lodging, and use of the hot
springs facilities). Children under 12,
half price.
By reservation only. Call or write
Breitenbush Community
P.O. Box 578, Detroit, OR 97342
503-854-3501 (message: 854-3715)

lE> COMMUNITY |F

4( BREITENBUSH'

422 SW 13th
Portland, Oregon
223-7573

HOTSPRINGS

A Great Selection of Calendars
& Books for the Holidays

RETREAT

CONFERENCE

THE C A T B IR D SEAT
1231 SW WASHINGTON
PORTLAND. OR 97205

O P 04

THE

222-581 7

NOR'W ESTER
BO O KSHO P

BOOKS FOR THE
O M N IV O R O U S READER

220 NW Davis Street
On Fountain Court

Open Daily
in "O ld Town"

228-2747

CENTER

9 30-930 MON - FRI
10:00-5.30 SAT
12:00-5 00 SUN

THIS AD GOOD FOR 20% OFF ON ANY BOOK
NO DISCOUNT ON TEXTBOOKS, MAGAZINES, OR
SPECIAL ORDERS

DOMINIC’S

MARKET CLUB
2411 SE BELMONT

232-0294

ALWAYS OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK
BREAKFAST ANYTIME * special hashbrowns • omelettes •
steaks • sandwiches • burgers • sausages • soft drinks •
pastrami • other breakfast items
c
S
“2

|
a
«

DINNER MENU NOON ‘TIL MIDNIGHT * philly cheese steak •
steak tacos • eggplant parmigiana • veal parmigiana •
italian sausage • sandwiches • other dinner items and more
E A R L Y B IR D S P E C IA L 6-10 A M
eggs, hashbrowns, toast

99t

COFFEE 40C (REFILLS IOC, WITH MEALS FREE)
GOOD FOOD • LOW PRICES

Mexican Vanilla!
Great for holiday baking.
In Hillsdale next to Wilson Hi

246-3417
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FOOTHILL
HEARTy SAKW9CHES
dwqxvM Clime
Gmoa Sausage
Outotaailiiig German Calm
awl Touted
Coifee Beaud —
imk noMted in Portland

DeNicolas'
R estaurants
Mrs. DeNicola and her family invite you to the DeNicolas'
Restaurants. The DeNicolas prepare each entree with fine in
gredients . . . from recipes they brought with them from Italy.
They serve the kind of Italian food you've been looking for.

G&mum Balmy
and Deli
3545 S.E. HawHuvue
231-0017

D EN ICOLAS '

D EN ICOLAS ' W EST

234-2600
3520 SE P OWELL

638-8428
18791 SW M ARTIN AZZI
T UALATIN

J

ANTIQUES AND SMALL TREASl TRES
O p e n M o n .-S a t. 11-6
231-8391
3 5 6 4 S.E . H a w th o rn e Blvd.

Nick O gilvie
T in a O gilvie

We’ve
expanded
our
store

PORTLAND
PICTURE
FRAMING
Distinctive Custom
Picture Framing
TUesday through Saturday 10am to 6pm
820 NW 21st Ave. 224-3334
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SERENDIPITy

next
door.
ART MEDIA
Materials for the fine and graphic arts
820 S.W. 10th Ave. Portland 223-3724

Specialty Sandwiches
Homemade Soup
Beer SWine
Orders to Go
Mon - Thurs 7 am - 6 pm
Fri 7 am - 2 pm
1402 S.W. Morrison 241-1059

“W

Q ' XQ Doing It From

The Inside O ut.”
Photo by Paul Diener

T he^ eal^ otherG oose
A shop & gallery
featuring great gift ideas by some of
America’s Best Artisans

Washington Square
620-2243

S.W. Ninth & Yamhill
223-9510

PSU FILM COMMITTEE
Winter Term Films
Fridays: Australian Cinema
Saturdays: Films of Ingrid Bergman and Grace Kelly

7:30 p.m. 75 Lincoln Hall
$ 1.50 General admission
Call 2 2 9 -4 4 5 4 or 2 2 9 -4 4 5 2 for schedule

“ ^ ’s everything each of us
Has lived and loved and learned,
And for lack of a better word
Call it Jazz . . .
That indigenous American art form called
J a z z ’”
Janet Small, “ Call It Jazz”
(Wild Wimmin Music ASCAP)
C y n October, the five women
L z of Alive! made a tour of the
Pacific Northwest that included
engagements at Ernestine’s (formerly
Parnell’s) in Seattle and at Delevan’s
in Portland. They call themselves “ a
jazz quintet,” and their collective ap
proach to composing and performing
produces a unique and tightly disci
plined group sound that is important

Janet Small. “ And who we are is the
product of five really different back
grounds. All of us have classical train
ing, but classical isn’t quite what I
want to play. What distinguishes
what I’m doing now is the whole
rhythmic element, which came from
Africa rather than Europe. That rhyth
mic element, and the improvisational
element — composing and not just
interpreting — means you can say
things about your life and about the
world now. Maybe because I went
through the ’60s and was involved in
politics and was concerned about the
world, I want that to come out in my
music. That and the rhythm thing are
really why I’m playing what I am.”

Madame & Company
Collectable Fashions
Travel through fashion’s dazzling eras . . .
Choose from the ever-changing wardrobes . . .
Enjoy our fascinating finery
H 7 Yesler Way

Pioneer Square

(206) 621-1728

1513
• Custom Catering
• Private Parties
• Banquet Facilities

Pdx.
8-0197

Alive! at Delevan’s

Seattle

not only for its purely musical values,
but also because the way they make
their music illustrates so convincing
ly how the fruits of a fem inist per
spective can bring hopeful new
dimensions to the male-dominated
field of jazz.
With Carolyn Brandy on percus
sion, Barbara Borden on traps,
Susanne Vincenza on acoustic and
electric bass, and Janet Small’s per
cussive approach to acoustic piano,
this group excels on Latin-based and
other rhythmic numbers. When lead
vocalist Rhiannon’s strong, wonder
fully supple and superbly controlled
voice is added, they become a com
plete and highly charged jazz unit
capable of delivering a wide variety of
music — from Miles Davis’ boppish
“ Four,” which opens with snare and
voice cooking along in precise articu
lation, through Ida Cox’s famous
“ Wild Women Don’t Get the Blues,”
to “ W ithout A Song” from The Stu
dent Prince, which Rhiannon delivers
in a Betty Carter style that also draws
on gospel ro o ts .. . . But their musi
cianship is not all, because the lyrics
themselves — originals by all the
band members as well as tunes by Gil
Scott-Heron and June M illington on
Call It Jazz — serve notice that their
material has substance to spare. A
strong, personal substance, as Bar
bara Borden points out:
“ We’re all very strong in feeling
that we don’t want to compromise
what we’re doing for fame and fortune
or a larger audience or whatever. We
work from the inside o u t . . . . We
write a song because someone in the
band feels a certain thing and has to
get it out, because someone has a
certain experience and wants to relay
it.”
“ We just play who we are,” adds

“ t h a t ’s What Music
Is All About, Breaking
Down the Barriers.”
A i X f ut make no mistake. This is a

CT CZ musical group, not a political
faction, and their real significance is
not to be found in the lyrics nor in
their individual convictions, but in
their unique approach to making ex
cellent jazz. As Carolyn Brandy says,
“ Sometimes reviewers like to put us
in little categories, like ‘Feminist
Band’ or something. Well, we are

is their astute
combination of a
dense rhythmic
pulse, a magnificent
vocal instrument,
and a clear-sighted
commitment to
integrate humane
and egalitarian
values into a musical
context that makes
Alive! such a moving
and dynamic group.
feminists, but we’re not up there say
ing ‘Da-dah, da-dah, da-dah, feminism,
hey hup!’ We iust do our thing. From
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the inside out.”
The band began playing initially on
the “ women’s music circuit,” first in
coffee houses, and soon at women’s
music festivals. They joined Holly
Near, Chris W illiam son, Sweet
Chariot and others playing concerts
produced primarily by and for women.
“ At a certain point,” says Carolyn
Brandy, “ we began to realize that we
wanted to play to the general public,
and that wasn’t happening enough
because we were primarily playing
before a group of people with political
viewpoints who weren’t there for the
music but because of the Movement.
We decided that we needed to play
more types of situations.”
Recently, they found a producer for
their second album, Call It Jazz.
Helen Keane not only fits in well with
the group, but has the contacts (she’s
managed Bill Evans, Kenny Burrell,
Joanne Brackeen and Paquito De
Rivera) that will open many doors for

Alive!
“ And Helen has been influencing
us to do more material by others as
well,” Brandy adds. “The first album
was all originals, but Helen feels that
it’s very important for us as musi
cians to do more standards, and im
portant also because the listener
likes to hear tunes that are familiar.”
Barbara Borden continues: “We
feel strongly that we’re a real bridge,
and that our music could and should
be heard by many people. And that’s
what music is about anyway, breaking
down the barriers that people feel.”

“^ e Are But The Tip
Of An Iceberg”
L y t is their astute combination
L Z of a dense rhythmic pulse, a
magnificent vocal instrument, and a
clear-sighted commitment to in
tegrate humane and egalitarian

' ^ e ’re all very
strong in feeling that
we don’t want to
compromise what
we’re doing. We
write a song
because someone in
the band feels a
certain thing and has
to get it out.”
values into a musical context that
makes Alive! such a moving and
dynamic group. They complement
each other well on stage, playing to

RENTERS
PROBLEMS

the strengths of each individual and
communicating so well among
themselves that this camaraderie ex
tends to the audience, drawing them
into a real community of spirit.
So when Orin Keepnews, in his
liner notes to Call It Jazz, says he
doesn’t “ know how Alive! came into
being, and actually, I don’t care . . .
[because] . . . they make good music
and that’s all that matters,” he is
missing something very important
about this group. For their music rep
resents something as valid socially as
it is effective musically. “ We are but
the tip of an iceberg,” they write in
the notes to Call It Jazz, “ hopeful to
be — the reflection / of a many-sided
rainbow / Aspiring toward a new
dream / not built on prisms of idyll
fantasy / but on hard and honest work
I the slow and often painful attain
ment I of harmony and light.”
Their “ hard and honest work” is re
flected even in their approach to the

A cupuncture
W orks.

Eviction
Repairs
Deposits
Rent Increases
Sliding Fee Scale

EAST PORTLAND
ACUPUNCTURE CLINIC

G ENERAL LAW

Traditional Acupuncture &
Chinese Herbal Counseling

A DO IT YOURSELF
CUSTOM LAB

SANDERS & DIXO N
LAWYERS

NORTHWEST PORTLAND at
EIGHTEENTH & HOYT

The Firm Concentrates in Financial
Counseling (Chapter Thirteen Debt
Adjustment Plans and Chapter Seven
Bankruptcy), Small Business, Real
Estate, Family Law, Personal Injury
and Insurance matters.
(503) 242-1440
1727 NW Hoyt

OPL

MICHAEL KANE

Frank Wall
Attorney
430 SW Morrison
Room 607
2264217

&

Registered Acupuncturist
3703 S.E. 39th Ave.

unique and exquisite pieces, featuring Cut glass, Art glass,
Orientalia, Royal Doulton, Continental porcelains.
Take advantage of our Tenth Annual Holiday sale to introduce yourself
to

MORE OR LESS COLLECTIBLES
Open Tuesday through Saturday, 11:00 AM -5:00 PM
7828 S. W. Capitol H wy. Portland, O R 97219
Phone: (503) 244-9534

NOSTALGIA PLUS
COMICS G olden A ge and Silver A ge
Movie, Radio and TV related item s
3768 S.E . Hawthorne Blvd.
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233-9302

YESTERSHADES
VICTORIAN STYLE LAMPSHADES
Silks & Satins with Fringes & Beads
Custom Designing to Suit Your Tastes & Needs

238-5755
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231-4101

3534 S.E. Hawthorne
Portland, Oregon 97214

music business. As Carolyn Brandy
says, “There’s so much business, it’s
endless. We do as much as we can,
but it’s always a family kind of group
thing. We’re doing it; we don’t have
big record companies doing it for us.
We take it one step at a time. Betty
Carter talks about this same thing.”
The women of Alive! are members
of a generation that was concerned
about the world, that struggled
against the war in Vietnam, that
burned for social justice, and today
they are still the kind of believers and
doers who led the way almost twenty
years ago. Today they are jazz musi
cians on the rise, sure of themselves,
and capable of offering insights that
relate not only to music — the arena
in which they excel and have chosen
to work — but to all forms of cooper
ative human endeavor.
Carolyn Brandy sums it up: “The
way we’re doing it, you don’t make it
overnight. It’s much slower. Not that

we don’t want to be “ out there” ; we
do. But it takes years, especially as a
band. We’re lucky in that we’ve com
mitted ourselves. And that’s very rare,
extremely rare. Bands do not last
long, but we’ll have been together for
six years this January.”
“ One of the reasons,” Barbara
Borden says, “ is that we communi
cate among ourselves on a personal
level as well as when we play music.
Some people will play together but
never clear things up on a personal
level that can get in the way of the
music.”
“ When it comes right down to it,”
Carolyn Brandy continues, “ we have a
lot of faith in what we’re doing. We
have a lot of faith in the music — that
it’s good and that it’s saying some
thing. And it’s important to play this
music. It’s important for us to do this
at this time. It means a lot in our lives
as well as to the people who are our
listeners.”
■

Dow ney Insurance Agency
Commercial & Personal Lines
Bonding, Life and Health
Insurance

★
520 SW Sixth Avenue
Portland, Oregon 97209
228-8327

“ The b e st a n d m o st a u th e n tic ta s tin g bagels P o rtla n d h as
ever se e n .” Brooks & Bosker
W illamette Week

3568 SE Hawthorne
233-9405
Open Tues-Fri 10-6, Sat 10-5, Sun 10-2

KING of ROME
SELECTED HIGH QUALITY PRE-READ BOOKS
PRINTS; OLD (LEAD) TOY SOLDIERS; MILITARIA

231-9270
8133 S.E. 13TH OLD SELLWOOD
PORTLAND, OREGON 97202

SPIRITS LIFTED HERE!

PORRHTHRIZZI)
APPETIZERS
House, Salad* tossed greens,
w a te r chestnuts a n d re d onions
o f Nova Scotia Smoked salmon,
cream cheese., herbs and lemon
w ith a Idea cheese vfnaigadte.
/d o
juice, served W ith french bread 2 5o
C rudites- c ris p f in g e r food
Chicken Liver Pate- a , ,
served w it h a v a rie ty 'o f d ip s 2.00
sm ooth spread o f sauteed chicken
livers, onions ana spices, served
F riditS alad- se a so na l f r u it s
w ith fren ch breadt 'S
in t h e ir ow n juices, g a rn is h e d
y
.c u p n f
Pickled H e rrin q ' h e m ™ ft lets w it jh m inr rt , y
1
b o W /} oo
m a rin a te d in a w h td w in e , crim e
-frnichc, d i ion sauce. served w ith
Side of B re a d 's lic e s o f-o u r
■french b re a d
ve rsion o f a French b a g u e tte , .so
SalmonMousse- a puree

NOW YOU CAN TAKE IT OUT
OR EAT IT HERE!
WHOLE WHEAT OR WHITE CREST

ENTREES
'/4 chicken w ith a honev-apricot
g la ze served w ith frnnch bread 3 £ o
fresh siaUopS -'poached in w
( hite
wine, w ith cream, garlic, parmesan
Chine j dijon m usta rd
S .fo

Seafood Fettuccini-fre s h

seafood in a sauce o f white wine,
olive o il p g a r h o
dSO

Poach Fresh Sa! monE g g p la n t Lasagne" e g g p la n t la ye re d w it h
ricotta ; mozzarella, pparm esan
cheese

greens,
vegetables and fe ta cheese driz
zled w ith a greek vinaigrette.. 3~fo

Soup d u J o u r-

Scallops DijOnnaise

w ith sauce du jo u r .

ffo

soups
cha n ging w ith w h im a n d
season served w ith bread cup 1 5
b o w / < SO

C hili Pellenos Pie- green

IMPORTED & DOMESTIC BEER & WINE
SUB SANDWICHES & SALADS

chilies layered in ric h egg a n d
cheese cu sta rd /to p pe d w ith saka
a n d s o u r cream .
235

Eeef Bourguignonne- beef,
mushrooms, andean ions stewed
in a ric h b u rg u n d y wine a n d beef
broth topped w ith a p a s try n d . 3 .3 /

Southern Mexican Specialties Thursdays
N e w H ours

COMPLETE DELI

Feta S a lad •tossed

Honey Glazed Chicken-

5 :3 0 -1 0 :0 0 p m
Sun, M o n , W ed, Thurs
5:3 0 -1 2 :0 0 p m
Fri 8. Sat
Saturday and Sunday Brunch

CALL AHEAD
YOUR ORDER WILL
BE READY WHEN
YOU ARRIVE

TO GO

HOURS
TUES-WED-THURS-SUN
4 PM - 10 PM
FRI & SAT
5 PM - 12 MIDNIGHT
CLOSED M O NDAY

232-2812
2239 SE HAWTHORNE BV.
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outdoors utilizing the three-screen
technique, Polyvision, that Gance had
developed thirty years before ciner
ama. The showing was a stunning ar
tistic success.

The World
according to

nter Francis Ford Coppola. The
director of The Godfather and
E
head of Zoetrope Studios was greatly

Napoleon

impressed by Gance’s lost work and
his
commissioned
immediately
father, Carmine Coppola, to compose
a score for the epic. With typical
showmanship,
booked
Coppola
Radio City Music Hall in January,
1981 for the triumphant return of
Napoleon featuring the new score and
a sixty-piece orchestra conducted

as seen by

Abel Gance
BY JAMES GREENBURG
ashionably dressed women and
men out of Gentleman’s Quarter
F
ly decorated the lobby of the Kennedy
Center as they often do on a Saturday
night. Only this time they were here
to see a four-hour silent movie about
the life of Napoleon. The twelve day
run had been sold-out for weeks and
the $25 tickets were one of the hottest
items on the cultural circuit. What
could make this unlikely crowd turn
out for a movie they would pay little
attention to at a regular movie house?
The presentation had been turned
into an event rivaling the grandeur of
its 1927 premiere and the man behind
it was Francis Ford Coppola.
Abel Gance’s Napoleon premiered
on April 7,1927 at the Theatre National
de I’Opera in Paris before a wildly
appreciative crowd including Charles
de Gaulle and Andre Malraux. In six
months time, with the advent of
sound, Napoleon was a forgotten
masterpiece. Unseen in its original
form for over fifty years, the recon
struction of the film is a fairy tale
worthy of Napoleon himself.
Several previous attempts had
been made to bring Gance’s chef
d ’oeurve up to date. The first time
was by Gance himself in 1934 when
he reedited a shortened version with
sound. Years later Gance shot some
new material and reassembled it with
rediscovered footage and released it
as Bonaparte and the Revolution at
the 1971 New York Film Festival.
Kevin Brownlow, English film his
torian and devotee of Napoleon since
childhood, though Bonaparte and the
Revolution a dismal failure. Several
years earlier he had begun the dedi
cated task of reconstructing the 1927
silent version of Napoleon. Gance
gave him access to all his negatives
and fine tones and the call went out
to film archives around the world. In
twelve weeks he had assembled a
rough version of the original with the
exception of several missing reels
and material destroyed by Gance.
Even now footage continues to re
surface and a French presentation
later this year will feature twenty-two
minutes of “ new” material not seen

| 22A ~5890

ig n ific an tly , Gance’s original pro
duction was entitle d Napoleon
S
Vu Par Abel Gance, (Napoleon Seen

in the American revival.
The turning point for Napoleon
came at the Telluride Film Festival in
September, 1980. Gance, then 90,
journeyed from his home in Paris to
witness his return from obscurity.
The five-and-a-half-hour film (it was
projected at silent speed) was shown
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feasible during the silent era, proved
prohibitively expensive and Zoetrope
agreed to a deal with Universal to
distribute the film with the new
soundtrack prerecorded.
For sheer excitement nothing can
surpass the experience of watching
the conductor’s shadow on the ceiling
of a grand hall with thousands of
people in attendance. Also gone is
the three screen projection at the
conclusion of the film. It is now
shown in 70 mm from one projector.
At the end, the image simply expands
to fill the full width of the screen for
the famous triptych segment. The re
cording in Dolby stereo is good but
doesn’t begin to approximate the
presence of a live orchestra.
Some of the glamour of the ‘live’
production has rubbed off on the
theatrical release, but the burden of
the evening now falls back on the film
itself. Fortunately the film is more
than a hype. The power and originality
of Gance’s vision has aged surpris
ingly well. Cinematically, Napoleon
was years ahead of its time and even
today there is nothing quite like it.

m

by his father.
Original plans called for a traveling
road show in which Maestro Coppola
would perform his score with local
orchestras. The film played several
cities like that before the good inten
tions ran aground. The logistics of
the road show, which may have been

By Abel Gance) and it is Gance’s
vision that counts here. Gance is not
impressed with whether Napoleon is
right or wrong, virtuous or deceitful,
but by the scope of his achievement
and the way he claimed an era as his
own. For Gance the story of the
revolution and its aftermath is Napo
leon’s. He takes an uncritical attitude
to his politics while embracing his
nationalism and heroic dimensions.
What interests Gance is a way to see
and present the fullness of the period.
“ Napoleon is Prometheus” wrote
Gance in the program to the first pre
sentation of his film. The life of
Napoleon for Gance is not a matter of
morality or politics, it’s a work of art.
This is not to say that the authen
ticity isn’t there, but Gance is more
concerned with rendering the total
texture of the times. His reading of
the French revolution is as a chaotic
detour France had to go through in
order to get to Napoleon. History is
treated not as the action and reac
tion of events but a complete canvas
that has already been drawn and re
mains to be revealed. Like a medieval
tapestry, all action seems to be going
on at once with Napoleon at the top
of the inevitable hierarchy. Napoleon
is the consequence of all action in
the film. “ I am the revolution,” he
says before he has even won a single
battle. Napoleon is like an arrow let
fly and propelled through space at a
target we can see a mile off.
The film starts with Napoleon’s
days as a student at Brienne Military
College and even as a child he
possessed the qualities of the gen
eral: arrogance, aloofness and total
self-assurance. He is the same at the
beginning as at the end, only the way

we see him changes. He is a con
stant force moving towards his
destiny. In the first scene of the
movie he dominates a snowball fight
against schoolmates with an innate
determination and sense of military
strategy. The screen becomes a flurry
of activity as Napoleon, from a fixed
point in the center of the picture, can
already see what to do. In a class
room geography lesson about the
islands of the world, Napoleon writes
down on the last page of his exercise
book — “ Saint Helena, a small is
land.” This is not so much foresight
as the ability to comprehend his
whole life at once. Napoleon’s pet
eagle, later the symbol of the Imperial
French Empire, is already on the wing
watching over him.
Once Gance conceived his vision
of Napoleon, his “ first quest was for
a cinematic style capable of fulfilling
my vision.” To capture Napoleon’s
dynamism he utilized an impression
istic approach. Gance made innova
tive use of close-ups, particularly of
the pock-marked decadent-looking
Robespierre (Edmond Van Draele),
but he is not focusing on the human
emotion or striving for a psychological
intimacy, he is shooting, instead, for
the emotion of the moment as it
relates to Napoleon’s progress.
Unlike his contemporary, Carl Dreyer
(The Passion of Joan of Arc), who
used close-ups to emphasize a sense
of individual moral choice in the
course of history, Gance does it to
involve the audience in the flow of
events. Characters act, they don’t
examine.
The important thing for Gance was
to keep things moving and give the
audience a sense of what it was like
to live inside the frenzy of activity
that was France just before 1800.
Napoleon has little regard for the
politicking of Robespierre and
Danton and patiently watches and
waits his turn. Albert Dieudonne as
Napoleon is wonderful to observe as
he casts a cold eye on all pretenders
to the throne of France. He suggests
aloof omnipotence over the world’s
affairs by acting almost entirely with
his eyes while using his body to com
municate a stiff detachment from per
sonal involvement. His first meeting
with Josephine is entirely rigid and
he always seems comically uncom
fortable with personal contact.
isually, Gance was tremendously

resourceful in sweeping the
V viewer
away in the flow of pictures.
He had experimented earlier with fast
editing
techniques
which
he
extended even further here. A pillow
fight in the young Napoleon’s dormi
tory becomes a rapid succession of
single-frame images super-imposed
over the ever watchful Napoleon, as if
he were projecting the images with
the power of his own imagination.
To suggest the dynamism of Napo
leon moving towards his destiny,
Gance made the camera move too.

Fleeing Corsica with the English in
pursuit, Gance strapped the camera
to a horse to film the chase. When
Napoleon barely escapes in a dinghy,
Gance holds the camera at water
level and rocks it furiously. For even
greater depth, he throws in some
clever
cross-cutting
between
Napoleon adrift and the Convention
in Paris, adrift in its own way. The
images have a cumulative effect and
later when Napoleon returns to the
empty Convention hall, he sees the
ghosts of Danton, Robespierre and
Marat (Antonin Artaud) reminding him
of his role in the Revolution. Gance
himself as Saint-Just, chief execu-

Everywhere Gance gives us striking
images: a hand sinking beneath the mud
after a battle scene, a severed head on a
spike passing in front of Napoleon’s
window, the English fleet on fire in
Toulon harbor.

“I am the revolution,” he says before he
has even won a single battle. Napoleon is
like an arrow let fly and propelled
through space at a target we see a mile
off.
tioner for the Reign of Terror, cautions
Napoleon to remember his debt to
the ideals of the Revolution. This is
clearly Napoleon according to Abel
Gance, as the General sees himself
as the positive result of the Revolu
tion. Gance neglects the reactionary
aspects of the neo-monarchy Napo

that we are witness to a privileged
moment in history. The camera liter
ally jumps from face to face, assign
ing each individual his part in the
larger drama. The light pouring in
through the window is a sign of the
divine correctness of the moment.
Napoleon, naturally, is present and
congratulates the author on the an
them as if it had been written for him.
Everywhere Gance gives us striking
images: a hand sinking beneath the
mud after a battle scene, a severed
head on a spike passing in front of
Napoleon’s window, the English fleet
on fire in Toulon harbor. Probably no
director has ever been more con
scious of composition.
In the second half of the film, as
Napoleon approaches his fate as
ruler of France, he gains momentum
as a character because of the events
we have witnessed. His relationship
with Josephine expands his char
acter over greater territory. His
obsession with her becomes incorp
orated into his larger battle plan. On
the Italian campaign, where the film
ends, the face of Josephine super
imposed over marching soldiers is
another image of Napoleon's private
life merging with his divine destiny.
For the final realization of his vision
Gance devised Polyvision. (He had
actually used it several other times in
the original version, but that footage
has been lost). The triptych contains
the totality of Gance’s vision, as
Napoleon looks out across Italy and
the forces he commands. The
succession of images celebrates his
arrival at the summit. As Napoleon
literally rides through his troops, he
sees “ the richest and strongest
torrent of human power ever un
leashed in history.” Or in cinema.
Napoleon is proof of the power of the
imagination to transform history into
art.
■

leon created.
Gance stages all events with
Napoleon at the center and is particu
larly impressive in his handling of
crowd scenes. When Rouget De Lisle
presents “ La Marsellaise” to the
people at the Club des Cordeliers and
they sing it for the first time, we feel

Aneighborhood
tradition forthe
whole city.
Superior Italian food and wines served in
a spirit of generosity and warmth.
Lunch: 11:30 - 2:00 pm Monday - Friday
Dinner: 5:00 -11:00 pm every night
Ask about our special banquet service
Reservations suggested
221-1195 ■ 2112 N.W. Kearney
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Little Richard
Still the Handsomest M an in Show Biz
Upon his return to America, Richard
enrolls in Oakwood College, a bible
school in .Huntsville, Alabama, to
begin a new career as an evangelist.

“ I gave up rock and roll fo r the
Rock o f Ages. I f G o d can save
me, an old homosexual,

October 8, 1982

H e can save anybody. ”

g1
U

— Richard Penniman,
aka Little Richard
October 8, 1982
Little Richard today

Z

ittle Richard is in Portland. He

and his long-time manager,
Bumps Blackwell, have rented the
R i c h a r d ' s outrageous
Northwest Service Center for three
days to conduct a crusade for Christ.
scream s a n d m oa ns
This is his life now, travelling from
city to city testifying about how the
contained a barely
Lord has made him into a new man.
Co-hosting the event are Portland’s
concealed sexual
Youth Retreat and pastor Moses
Brown.
excitement. H is lipstick,
By 7 p.m., the Service Center (a
converted Church of Christ, Scientist)
mascara a n d six-inch
has been filled with a curious mix of
mostly black church-goers and most
p o m p a d o u r gave h im a
ly white rock and rollers. The former
are here presumably to honor the
sweet b u t m aniacal
Lord and listen to the testimony of a
reformed sinner. The latter have
appearance. ' H e looked
come to find out what’s happened to
one of the legendary Founding
the way the d evil m ight
Fathers of their music.
lo ok i f h e descended upon
While my respect is greater for the
worshippers, my heart is with the
u s a s a rock a n d roll
rockers. From 1955 to 1957, Little
Richard helped define what rock and
roll is all about in an unforgettable
streak of hits beginning with “Tutti
Frutti” and continuing through “ Long
Tall Sally,” “ Slippin’ and Slidin’,”
“ Rip It Up,” “The Girl Can’t Help It,”
“ Lucille,” “Jenny Jenny,” “ Keep A
Knockin’ ” and “ Good Golly Miss
Molly.” These records broke out of
the “ race music” bins to appeal to
both black and white audiences.
Richard’s outrageous screams and
moans contained a barely concealed
sexual excitement. His lipstick,
mascara and six-inch pompadour
gave him a sweet but maniacal
appearance. As one writer put it, “ He
looked the way the devil might look if
he descended upon us as a rock and
roll singer.”
Of course, when I first heard Little
Richard, I was but an innocent preteen. I knew nothing about homo
sexuality, and very little about
heterosexuality either. But I knew
what I liked when it came on the
radio, and Little Richard’s anarchic,
pounding “ A Wop Bop Alu Bop A
Wop Bam Boom!” put him right up
there with Elvis’ hiccuping “ All
Shook Up” and Buddy Holly’s stutter
ing “ Peggy Sue” on my personal pop
chart.
Tonight, a six-year-old black gos
pel singer from Portland named
Master Goldie has just lit up the
crowd at the Service Center with his
enormous voice and intuitive dyna
mics. Women are standing and 1
clapping and chanting, “Well . . .
Waaaal . .
Little Richard ap
proaches the mike, looking distin
Little Richard’s in town! I came to tell
the truth, not to satisfy nobody’s
guished and well-preserved for his
curiosity or entertain you, but to tell
fifty years in a conservative gray
you that Jesus is gonna come!” The
coat, white shirt and dark tie and
faithful shout back “Yes! Yesss!”
slacks. He praises Goldie’s perform
ance and points to Blackwell, who
1957
recorded Ray Charles, Sam Cooke
ittle Richard, at the peak of
and many other gospel and R&B
his fame, is on tour in Aus
singers in their prime, saying “ My
tralia. He awakens from a horrifying
manager’s very interested in this
dream of the Apocalypse and his own
young man here. The boy’s good
damnation onboard a flight to his
lookin’ too, ain’t he? Reminds me of
next concert. Richard becomes con
myself!”
vinced the plane is about to crash
The crowd laughs hesitantly, per
and prays to God to hold them in the
haps a little uncertain as to what
air. When the plane lands in Sydney,
Richard’s real intentions are with this
he throws his jewelry in the harbor
young boy. The convert reassures
and vows to cease his evil ways.
them by shouting, “Tell your friends

g
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o you like country music?”
asks Richard. There is a
muted response. “Well, you gonna
hear some tonight,” he laughs.
Someone clicks on a tape of pre
recorded back-up music. “ Here’s a
song I sang on the Grand Ole Opry.
I’ve always loved country music, ever
since I was a little boy in Nashville. I
was singing it before( Charlie Pride.”
Little Richard’s voice
rises to begin
the song and
swoops
down
through

joined the world of rock and roll.
But styles have changed. The hardrocking late ’50s have given way to
the wimpy, white-washed early ’60s.
The British Invasion, when a genera
tion of bands led by The Beatles and
The Rolling Stones would bring re
cycled Little Richard and Chuck
Berry licks back to their native soil, is
just around the corner, yet few can
see it coming.
Little Richard is not making much
money. He constantly complains to
his band That white singers like Pat
Boone have received most of the
cash and credit for his original ideas.
He is still playing his old hits, but the
music has become little more
than a backdrop for his
singing and dancing
and display
of effeminate
plumage.
The

King

of

Rock

and Rhythm

the first verse, “ One day at a time,
sweet Jeeeee-sus . . .” He still
sounds good, I think. Before long,
the crowd is clapping in waltz-time
and singing along. Richard’s big, raw
voice dips around the notes with a
slight yodel. He ends with one of his
patented whoops, the kind, he is
ever-ready to remind us, that he
taught to Paul McCartney when The
Beatles backed him in Germany in
1960.
1963
ittle Richard is on tour through
the small town “chitlin circuit”
in the South. His evangelical pur
suits have failed to turn him into a
black Billy Graham, and he has re

Once when a young guitarist in his
band appeared onstage in a fine,
ruffled shirt, Richard got mad. “ I am
Little Richard,” he screamed. “ I am
the King, the King of rock and
rhythm. I am the only one allowed to
be pretty. Take off those shirts!” The
guitarist’s name was Jimi Hendrix,
and he left the band shortly there
after.
October 8, 1982
ave you ever made so much
money you didn’t know
what to do with it?” Richard rhetori
cally inquires. “ No!” answers some
one in the assemblage. “ I did!” he
yells. “ I just threw it in the trunk of
the car and drove off. I didn’t even

Crusade Photos
by Paul Diener

B y R ick M itchell
know how to count it. See, I never
finished school.”
The Rev. Little Richard begins his
sermon. “ I was sitting out in Holly
wood one night with Stevie Wonder,
Diana Ross, Michael Jackson . . . I
was sitting there with, um, Alice
Cooper, when I realized that rock and
roll was not satisfying my soul. For
the bible says, ‘What shall it profit a
man to gain the world and lose his
soul?’ ”
The crowd reacts. “ Go on and
preach it!” He needs no encourage
ment, pacing the stage with that
mincing, short-legged walk of his. “ I
was just living to have a good time. I
was taking cocaine, heroin, all this
dope. I had needles in my body! I
was a drug addict. I was so lonely
sometimes. I had all this money and I
would just sit alone and cry.”
The reverend is really
getting into

am the King,
the K in g o f
rock a n d rhythm . I am
th e on ly o n e a llow ed to b e
pretty. Take o f f those
sh ir ts!" J im i H en d rix left
th e b a n d shortly
__

thereafter.

his act now. He rattles off stock
quotations of scripture faster than I
can follow. “ No man serves two
masters! If you have sin in your life,
He can not dwell there. I’m telling
you that rock and roll music is pull
ing people from Jesus!”
1970
ittle Richard is making another
/
■Ls one of his many comebacks.
The previous ones have all ended in
frustration, with nothing to show for
them except several inferior albums
of oldies re-makes. But this time it
looks more promising. He has a

decent album with new material on it
called “The Rill Thing,” and rock
impressario Bill Graham has found
room for him on a bill with Country
Joe and the Fish, Albert King and
John Hammond Jr. at Los Angeles’
Olympic Auditorium, a dusky old
building customarily housing boxing
and wrestling matches.
As the fans file into the audi
torium, it becomes apparent that
something is terribly wrong. The
police are frisking everyone at the
door and those holding dope are
yanked into waiting paddy wagons.
Nixon has just invaded Cambodia
and the students at UCLA have re
taliated by rioting and blocking the
San Diego Freeway at Westwood.
L.A. police chief “Crazy” Ed Davis
has appeared on TV, waving Mao’s
little red book and vowing to put a
stop to “ the communist indocrina
tion of American youth through sex,
drugs and rock and roll.” Country
Joe, of course, is well-known for his
radical sympathies. Apparently, the
police are expecting trouble. If not,
they’re doing their damndest to
create it.
Inside the Olympic, the dank air is
charged with violence. Two hundred
helmeted officers equipped with
clubs and guns line the walls. As
nares continue to pull dope smokers
from the audience, calls for a “ bacon
fry” ring out in the balcony. Soon,
the cops are being pelted with full
cans of beer and pop. They attack the
crowd in a flying wedge, leaving a
trail of bloodied heads behind.
Hammond grows disgusted and
leaves the stage.
One of Graham’s assistants comes
out and attempts to calm both sides.
The arrests taper off during Albert
King’s set. By the time Little Richard
comes on, those who haven’t been
beat up or arrested are beginning to
feel alright again. Richard warms
them up with some vintage oldies
and then breaks into his current
minor hit, “The Freedom Blues.” He
leads his band on a “ freedom train”
through the audience, inviting people
back up onstage to boogie. In no
time, the stage is packed with
dancing hippies, and the near-riot is
nearly forgotten.
Little Richard is standing on his
piano, sweating profusely so that his
make-up runs down his face. The
band kicks into a relentless fast
“Tutti Frutti.” The singer removes his
spangled shirt and hurls it into the
crowd. He rubs his shiny, wet chest
and proclaims to the world that he is
“ the handsomest man in rock and
roll,” with a beauty that “ radiates
from within.” He is teasingly threat
ening to take off his pants when the
center of the stage starts to sag.
Richard stands on the piano, smile
frozen on his face, as the stage col
lapses from too much weight.
People, instruments and amplifiers
come tumbling down on top of one
‘ another. It's a miracle that no one is
killed. However, 200 people out of an
audience of 2,000 are arrested. That’s
one out of ten. I am lucky.
October 10, 1982
eware when men speak well
of you!” , Rev. Little Richard
exhorts the folks at the Northwest
Service Center Sunday night. “ Peo
ple gonna say you’re still the same
thing you used to be. How they
gonna know if they ain’t still doin’ it
themselves?”
Little Richard has started off on fire
tonight. The place is even fuller
than it was Friday night, with lots of
children in attendance.
“ I was a famous homosexual,” he
declares, and suddenly the micro
phone goes out. Richard has wan

dered too far toward one end of the
stage and the mike cord has come
loose. The crowd is hushed. “ Ain’t
that funny? Just when I said homo
sexual, it went off! Must be the devil
doesn’t want me to tell the truth,”
laughs Richard, and then he repeats
the joke several times to nervous
giggles from the A-men corner.
“ But I’m not afraid to tell the truth,
because God has changed me from
being a homosexual and made me a
man. For the first time, He made me
a man! Say A-men!”
Summer, 1982
ittle Richard has come back to
J
■ L j Harlem, twenty years after his
last big shows at the Apollo Theater.
He is speaking at the Mount Nebo
Baptist Church. He tells the pious
and the pitiful, “ You know, ladies,
some of your husbands are homo
sexuals. I know, because I’ve been a
homosexual all my life. There are a lot
of women that are feminine and beau
tiful and have children, and they’re
lesbians. Some fellows say to me, ‘I’m
not really gay.’ They be talking about

“Pm

n o t here to dow n gay
people. I 'm n o t lik e A n ita
Bryant. G ay p e o p le are th e
nicest p e o p le I ever m e t in
life. W e've a ll sinned, so
d o n 't p o in t y o u r fin g er at

they bisexual. But that ain’t nothing
but a trick from the devil. A bisexual
ain’t nothing but a educated word for
a homosexual. Sex is beautiful, God
ordained it, but there’s a time and
place for it. It’s for people that are
married. It’s not for everybody. Why
lose your soul for 30 seconds of plea
sure?” He makes a loud sexual noise
and moves his hips suggestively. Part
of the congregation is in stitches.
Others, including the Bishop of one of
Harlem’s biggest churches, are walk
ing out. “ That wasn’t a sermon,” he
fumes. “ It was an exhibition, and not
a very good one at that. I don’t know
what he thinks he’s supposed to be
doing, but he probably converted

more people to drugs, homosexuality
and rock and roll than he did to the
word of God.”
October 8, 1982

K
ook at me. I have changed,”
JLj
declares the Rev. Little
Richard. “ I’m not what I want to be,
but Hallelujah, I’m not what I used to
be!”
It’s true. This is obviously a much .
happier, more dignified person than
the demented ex-rock and roll star
who babbled his way through latenight talk shows during the ’70s.
Richard's conversion is not simply a
publicity stunt designed to keep him
in the spotlight now that his rocking
days are over. Nevertheless, he’s still
a star. Although he prays that,
“ Since only Jesus can turn a man
around, only Jesus will receive the
glory tonight,” as far as the audience
is concerned, it’s Little Richard’s
show all the way. It’s safe to say that
nobody went to sleep during his
intensive three nights of church here
in Portland.
No one walked out either, even
when Richard announced that “ I’m
not here to down gay people. I’m not
like Anita Bryant. She didn’t show no
love. Gay people are the nicest
people I ever met in my life. Sin is sin
whether its fornication or homo
sexuality. And we’ve all sinned, so
don’t point your finger at nobody
else!” If there were any Moral
Majority types in attendance, they
kept their opinions to themselves.
Near the end of the service, Little
Richard requested that every one file
down the aisle to make an offering to
defray the costs of his visit. A locaf

pianist played “ It’s No Secret What
God Can Do” while Richard told us,
“ I think of all my friends that have
died—Elvis Presley, Buddy Holly,
Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin—and I
know that God has kept me here for a
purpose. Do you know how old I am?
Still lookin’ good too! Some of you
the same age I am — look at you!”
Well, in some ways, he hasn’t
changed.
■
Information tor this article has been obtained
from: The Rolling Stone Illustrated History of
Rock and Roll; The Harmony Illustrated En
cyclopedia of Rock; ‘Scuse Me While I Kiss the
Sky, the Life of Jimi Hendrix; “Sex, God and
Rock and Roll,” The Village Voice.
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TAKE THIS TIE AND STUFF IT
xperts tell us tha t ill chosen Christmas gifts
are the nation's leading cause o f family
quarrels. This year, why not save both
money and unnecessary trips to domestic re
lations court by giving the g ift th a t’s guaran
teed to please. We’re talking about the Clinton
Street Quarterly. The neighbor down the street,
uncle velmo in Baton Rouge. Their eyes will
light up like Rudolph’s proboscis when you
give them the Northwest’s distinguished
multiple award winning journal of commentary, humor, fiction, political analysis
and eyeball-snagging graphics. With each
¥
subscription we’ll send you (or them) 5 free
passes to the Clinton Street Theater, send 5
subscriptions and receive 25 free passes, send
100 subscriptions and we’ll give you the theater,
a trip around the world, and a Pontiac
convertible. Just kidding.

E

OK, you jokers, you’ve aroused my Christmas
spirit. I’m filling out the following forms and
sending you $5.00 for each subscription. You'll
send them a card to tell them who did what.
Besides the 4 quarterly issues, somebody’s going to
receive 5 free movies passes. Even without my
Casio calculator I know that's a bargain.

L
A

FROM
address

address
state

state
c it y __
Send the passes to them □ me □

address

address

state
Send the passes to them □ me □

state
Send the passes to them □ me □

Mall to: CLINTON ST. QUARTERLY, 2522 SE Clinton, Portland OR 97202
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